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THE  COCKNEY  IN  AMERICA. 


CHAPTER  I. 


TOfRKSTS  AND  TOiniNG— REMARKABLE  INPLUENCK  OF  BOW  BELLS— WONDROUS  TALES 
OF  .MRS.  TROLLOri:— ('ATTAIN  MARRYATT — BOZ — FANNY  KEMBLE — DKAPAIR  OF  MR 
FOSTIUAIOIS   SNOOKS   IN    FINDING   ANY   RELIABLE   HISTORY   OF   AMERICA. 

It  is  a  noteworthy  fac  t,  in  bio- 
graphical literature,  that  the 
6ame  packet-ship  which  carried, 
in  her  mail-bags,  the  first  No. 
of  Yanlcec  Doodle,  to  Europe, 
brought,  on  her  return  trip,  the 
distinguished  stranger  whose 
wit,  jokes,  genius,  and  excel- 
lent observations  on,  and  in,  the 
country,  have  become  matter 
of  serious  history — at  the  same 
time  that  they  have  had  due 
honor  done  them  by  the  artists 
of  the  aforesaid  journal.  Mr. 
Triptolemus  Snooks,  the  sub- 
ject of  our  notice,  had  the  good 
fortune  to  be  born  "  within  the 
sound  of  Bow  Bells."  The 
American  reader,  the  author 
hopes,  needs  not  to  be  informed 
what  influence  the  sound  of 
these  famous  Bells  has  on  the 
wit  of  that  part  of  the  inhabit- 
ants of  London  in  which  they 
are  situated.  As,  instance  the 
capital  version  of  Whittington, 
or  little  Whittington,  as  that 
great  man  was  wont  to  be 
called : — 

"  Turn  again,  Whittington, 
Lord  Mayor  of  London." 

Such  w:is  Hip  prophetic  language  of  Bow  Bells  to  the  little  gentleman, 
as  he  sat  disconsolately  on  a  way-side  stone  eating  bis  bread  and  batter  : 
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and  such,  through  all  time,  has  been  their  language  to  all  born  within 
soifnd  of  their  voice.  Bow  Bells,  then,  it  would  seem,  are  inexorable. 
They  give  significance  to  the  term  "  Cockney  ;"  but  why  the  denizens  of 
the  great  Babel  of  the  English  empire,  should  owe  their  Cockneyism  to  the 
sound  of  these  famous  Bells,  or  why  the  world  is  destined  to  be  influenced 
by  them  to  such  a  degree,  is  as  inexplicable  to  the  author  of  these  pages  as 
the  talent,  wit,  humor  and  genius  (he  believes  that  in  a  Cockney  genius 
comes  last)  of  this  most  philosophic  class  of  British  subjects. 

Triptolemus  Snooks  inherited  a  fortune  by  the  death  of  an  uncle  in  the 
"  India  trade,"*  and,  on  succeeding  to  affluence,  which  occurrence  took 
place  within  a  year  after  he  had  graduated  at  H'oxford,  he  determined  on  a 
tour  to  the  New  World  for  a  few  years ;  or,  as  he  observed,  "  to  shake 
h'ofFthe  dust  of  H'eton  which  still  clung  to  his  shoes  (Mr.  Triptolemus 
supposed  to  have  rubbed  his  back  against  the  College  gate,  as  the  Scotchman 
did  the  posts  erected  for  that  purpose  by  the  Duke  of  Argyle),  and  to  dis- 
unite himself  from  the  too  vicious  intimacy  of  certain  young  Lordlings, 
whose  rollicking  affection  for  him  was  becoming  a  source  of  anxiety. 

The  field  for  observation  in  that  strange  country,  composed  of  H'ingins 
and  'Ottentots,  was  a  wide  one,  and,  to  the  naturally  reflective  mind  of  the 
subject  of  our  notice,  it  afforded  infinite  opportunities  for  philosophic 
speculation.  His  preceptors  at  Oxford  had  egregiously  failed  to  enlighten 
the  mind  of  Triptolemus  on  the  early  history  of  America.  He  had  read,  in 
a  fable-book,  many  and  wondrous  stories  of  their  origin ;  of  the  natives 
having  been  planted  on  that  desolate  soil  by  a  band  of  expatriating  Pil- 
grims ;  of  the  country  having  once  been  under  the  subjection  of  Great 
Britain,  and  of  a  rebellion  somewhere  in  the  eighteenth  century,  from  the 
British  dominion.  Also,  of  their  shortly  after  having  established  laws  of 
their  own,  planted  towns  and  cities,  built  ships,  manufactured  steamboats, 
and  erected  telegraph  wires.  But  all  these  strange  stories  required  con- 
firmation. For  this  purpose,  greedily  did  young  Triptolemus  Snooks  read 
the  startling  tales  of  Mrs.  Trollope,  Boz,  Marryatt,  and  Fanny  Kerable. 
But  the  perusal  of  these  veritable  authors  only  filled  his  mind  with  a  mass 
of  doubt  and  uncertainty.  And,  when  he  came  to  compare  these  books 
with  the  "  Nursery  Tales"  on  the  same  subject,  prepared  expressly  for  the 
youth  of  the  Nobility,  in  which  the  inhabitants  of  America  are  represented 
as  half-naked  Indians,  and  as  having,  sometimes  as  many  as  a  dozen  hands, 
like  a  Chinese  Idol,  and,  in  some  instances,  an  extra  eye  situated  in  the 
centre  of  the  forehead,  he  flung  away  his  books  in  despair,  settled  his  bills 
at  the  "  'otel,"  and,  with  note-book  and  pencil,  started  for  America,  the 
inhospitable  shores  of  which  country  he  reached  late  in  the  autumn  of  1846. 

*  It  has  become  very  common  for  the  Cockney  in  America  to  have  an  East  India 
Uncle. 
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TUB    l'ASSAc;i:    OUT    -M1IUV1L    OK    T.ir.    PACKET    SIIIl-    I1ELLIC,    AT    BOSTON  —  ATTEMPT   TO 
CATCH  A  CLI.Mr.1i:  or  Tim  OFFINd DISTANT  VIEW  OK  BOSTON — riRST  IMPHKSSIO.VS. 


v^w  ».—.  ■  .vitKi.v  wai  there  wiml  ennagh 
to  flap  a  pocket  handkerchief  the  day  the 
Belle,  on  hoard  of  which  .Mr  Triptol- 
emns Snooks  embarked  for  the  New 
World,  floated  out  of  the  River  Thames. 
The  water  lay  like  a  dish  of  skimmed 
milk  in  the  channel,  making  no  noise  as 
it  swept  on,  save  a  little  tinkling  at  the 
hull  of  the  vessel,  as  if  a  kitten  were  lap- 
ping it-  The  lirst  thing  that  occurred  to 
Triptolenius  on  rinding  himself  afloat, 
mi  to  see  that  all  hifl  baggage  was  pro- 
perly stowed  away,  hi*  life-preserver  laid 
out,  and  a  bottle  of"  alf-and-alf,"  placed 
iti  hifl  bunk,  to  be  ready  on  the  first  ap- 
proach of  that  dreadful  gorgon  to  tour- 
ists— :ea-eickness. 

But  he  hid  as  yet  felt  no  symptoms  of 

this    peculiarly   distressing    complaint  ; 

so.  buttoning  a  brown  .Mackintosh 
around  him.  he  essayed  to  ascend  to  the 
deck.  Here  commenced  a  series  of 
philosophic  observations  on  the  method  of  sailing  and  navi- 
gating vessels,  the  condition  of  seamen;  their  character, 
and  a  comparison  between  the  hardy  sous  of  free  Kngland, 
and  the  savagea  it  was  their  destiny  to  encounter  at  least 
four  times  a  year. 

'•  Vv.  ar'nt  this  the  h'ofnng  V  said  Mr.  Triptolemns 
Snooks  to  the  pilot,  a  rough-looking  tar  with  a  red  DOM  and 
cock-ej  e. 

••  A  little  larb'ard,  sir,"  replied  the  pilot.  '•  Von  carn't 
see  it)  it;   to  the  larb'ard,  sir  ;   there  —don't  you    see  some. 

thing  green  '" 

Triptolemns  Snooks,  Esq.,  gazed  earnestly  in  the  direction  indicated  by 
the  pilot  ;  and,  notwithstanding  that  he   had  his  eye-glasses  over  Ins  bom 
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and  the  use  of  a  spy -glass  of  no  mean  magnifying  power,  protested  that  he 
couldn't  see  it.     There  was  nothink  to  be  seen  that  was  green. 

And  here,  as  the  biographer  of  Mr.  Snooks,  it  devolves  on  us  to  remark 
that  tho  chuckle  of  the  red-nosed  pilot  was  both  impolite  and  pointless ; 
and  however  the  scorn  of  Mr.  Snooks  might  have  been  stirred  by  such  a 
piece  of  rudeness,  he  received  it  philosophically — merely  stating  in  his  note- 
book, as  a  fact  not  to  be  controverted  hereafter,  that  "  seamen,  either  from 
their  'abits  and  associations,  or  from  the  peculiarity  of  their  duties,  isolat- 
ing them  from  the  refining  touches  of  society,  are,  by  nature,  rude  and 
h'uncultivated !" 

The  Belle  floated  like  a  bird  on  the  water  towards  her  destination.  On 
the  third  day  of  the  voyage  the  wind  sprang  up  from  the  S.S.W. ;  blow- 
ing a  spanker.  The  soft  little  tinkle  at  the  bow  of  her  hull  was  changed  ; 
a  dull  plunging  intervened,  and  her  bow  began  to  dash  off  the  white  foam 
as  she  was  forced,  by  her  canvas,  against  the  resisting  current.  On  the 
fourth  day,  notwithstanding  that  he  kept  on  deck  the  greatest  part  of  the 
time — just  to  accustom  himself,  as  the  Captain  had  suggested,  to  the  motion 
of  the  sea, — Mr.  Triptolemus  Snooks  began  to  evince  unmistakable  signs 
of  sea-sickness : 

"  He  felt  that  chilling  heaviness  of  heart, 
Or,  rather,  stomach,  which  attends,— 
Beyond  the  best  apothecary's  art," 

a  trip  to  sea,  with  the  wind  S.S.W.,  and  the  billows  rolling  as  if  every 
tumble  would  empty  the  ocean  dry.  Dizzier  and  dizzier  his  brain  grew. 
In  vain  he  strove  to  comfort  his  stomach,  the  seat  of  the  nausea,  by  reflection 
But  that  organ  would  not  be  influenced  by  it,  and  the  next  plunge  of  the 
vessel,  acting  like  "  a  strong  emetic,"  brought  his  head  to  the  gunwales  in 
sheer  despair  and  nausea, — to  the  infinite  amusement  of  the  crew. 

On  the  tenth  day  of  the  voyage,  our  hero,  having  become  somewhat  ac- 
customed to  the  rolling  motion  of  the  vessel,  he  again  appeared  on  deck. 
A  grand  and  sublime  picture  was  the  wide-spread  sea  to  one  who  had 
never  before  been  out  of  sight  of  St.  Paul's,  if  we  except  the  period  of  his 
studies  while  at  Oxford.  In  tho  clear  morning,  the  sea,  free  from  any  mo- 
tion by  wind,  appeared  like  high  mountains  of  a  slightly  greenish  tinge, 
resembling  the  sides  of  a  distant  ridge  covered  with  verdure  ;  as  far  down- 
ward as  he  could  see,  this  beautiful  color  was  visible.  At  noon,  other 
colors  supervened,  affording  by  variety,  great  delight  to  Triptolemus. 
The  green  shade  had  completely  disappeared,  and  the  whole  broad  ocean 
presented  the  appearance  of  a  field  of  diamond-like  tints,  with  the 
sun  looking  through  it  for  fathoms  and  fathoms:  the  only  tarnish  to  the  en- 
chanted scene — the  only  spotting  of  all  this  range  of  liquid  sparkles — being 
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the  prim  dull  of  tin-  Belle,  riding  like  a  courser  over  the  brighi  and  scintil- 
lating a 

Bat,  in  tin'  al'ienmon.   as  the  sun  sailed  languidly   down,   these  colors 

■earned  tocoaleeee;  she  shadows  Bong  from  the  In  Hows  united  with  the  siher 
ami  'lie  green,  overcoming  them  completely,  and  steeping  the  hall  of  the 
Belle  in  galfi  ofe  brown  breed  color.    Mr.  Bnooks  having  observed  these 

phenomena  of  the  ocean,  hastened  to  minute  them  down  in  his  book  with 

tin-  \  iew  ut"  presenting  to  the  oath  es  of  America  some  tangible  idea  of  the 
Baton  of  the  immense  liquid  barrier  which  separates  H'ingland  from  the 
shores  of  America. 

The  following  is  one  of  a  series  of  memoranda  on  this  subject: 

| Mem— Tenth  day  of  the  passage  out.  Beautiful  phenomena  of  the  ocean. 
After  early  morning  lunch  went  on  deck  ;  observed  the  sea  looking  Tery  green  ; 
questioned  the  Captain  on  the  subject.  His  intellect  eeauil  ami  of  a  philosophic 

turn  ;  nose  red— eyes  crossed.  Said  ho  supposed  the  color  to  be  produced  by  the 
great  number  of  green-eyed  monsters  said  to  iu'abit  the  Atlantic  Oiean  "  Vy," 
said  I,  "you're  joking,  Captain."  Assured  me  he  was  not;  it  was  a  marine  tradi- 
tion ;  would  tind  no  "  Salt"  who  would  dispute  it.] 

Note. — Didn't  understand  what  he  meant  by  "  Salt ;"  but  suppose  he  referred  to 
the  llingin  philosophers  of  America. 

The  fifteenth  day  of  the  voyage  arrived,  when  Triptolemns  Snooks  be- 
gan to  cast  anxious  glances  around  for  the  first  glimpse  of  land.  The 
weather  was  thick  and  hazy;  and,  notwithstanding  he  had  frequent 
recourse  to  the  spy-glass,  saw  nothing  that  confirmed  his  approach  to  land. 
For  three  days  together,  the  sky  remained  ill  the  same  gloomy  state.  All 
of  which  was  peculiarly  perplexing  to  Mr.  Snooks,  as  he  much  wished  to 
test  the  Captain's  theory  of  the  sea  by  farther  observations,  and  to  note  what 
difference,  if  any,  there  was,  as  the  vessel  neared  the  eOast 

It  was  now  the  morning  of  the  twentieth  day.  The  rolling  of  the  vessel 
appeared  to  be  less  violent ;  her  progress  smooth  and  gliding.  According 
to  agreement  the  Captain  sent  down  into  the  cabin  to  summon  Triptolemns 
on  deck,  as  lie  had  manifested  great  desire  to  obtain  a  view  of  Boston,  to 
which  port  he  was  destined,  from  the  bay.  Triptolemns  Snooks  hastily 
put  on  his  pea-coat  and  cap,  first  drawing  on  a  pair  of  cross-barred  pan- 
taloons, a  la  I)e  Meyer,  and  rushed  on  deck.  The  sun  was  just  rising  ;  the 
water  clear,  the  sky  bright  and  spotless.  The  beautiful  bay  lay  stretched 
out  evenly  and  placidly  before  him,  shimmering  in  the  morning  rays  as  if. 
during  the  night,  the  clouds  had  descended  on  its  bosom  in  a  shower  of 
spangles.  Joy,  rapture,  were  in  the  eye  of  Triptolemns  Snooks.  He 
snatched  the  glass  from  the  pilot,  and  placing  it  up  to  his  eye.  took  in  a  far 
range  of  the  beautiful  city  of  Boston,  nestling  proudly  and  stilly  on   her 
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many  hills— suggesting  the  grandeur  and  magnificence  of  Rome .'  Mr. 
Snooks  dropped  the  glass  in  wonder  from  his  eyes,  and  turning  to  the  pilot, 
exclaimed. 


Mr.  Snooks— Vv,  Mr.  Pilot— if  it  is*nt  a  Town 
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CHAPTER  III. 

TIIK     DEBAWiATION — MKETI.Mi    WITH     A     NATIVE— MB.    SNOOKS    ASCERTAIN!    HOW    THE 
COUNTRY   I*   PEOPLED— T11K     HINULISlf   SETTLEMENT. 

Three  maiden  aunts  past  forty,  one  Mrs.  Candle,  with  a  brace  of  pledges 
dressed  to  the  lips  in  holiday  garment*)  might  barely  be  expected  to  rival 
Mr.  Triptolemus  Snooks  in  the  confusion  of  bis  preparations  to  debark. 
Trunks,  valises,  hat-boxes,  a  leathern  portfolio,  two  toilet-cases,  and  a  very 
small  umbrella,  wore  confusedly  heaped  together  on  the  deck  of  the  Belle. 
These  preparations  were  hardly  completed  before  Triptolemus  himself  ap- 
peared, dressed  in  a  London  sack  of  a  very  pretentious  cut,  patent  leather 
gaiters,  drab  pants,  and  a  hat  plentifully  supplied  with  every  other  propor- 
tion but  the  rim.  The  surprise  with  which  a  first  view  of  Boston  had  in- 
spired him,  so  deranged  his  ideas  that  much  more  than  an  hoar  had  olapsed 
before  he  succeeded  in  disentangling  them,  and  reflecting  with  any  degree 
of  calmness  as  to  his  whereabouts.  He  staggered  here  and  pitched  there, 
like  a  man  with  a  brick-bat  in  his  hat,  which  was  owing  to  the  motion  of 
the  vessel ;  and  gazed  with  stupefied  astonishment  at  the  natives  on  the 
wharf. 

Mr.  Triptolemus. Snooks  had  expected  to  see  a  small  Indian  Village, 
with  the  white  tents  of  the  natives  scattered  over  the  ground.  What  was 
his  surprise  and  astonishment  to  find,  instead  of  this  primitive  panorama,  a 
splendid  city,  scarcely  inferior  to  any  in  the  world  for  enterprise,  wealth 
and  industry,  looming  up  like  magic  before  him. 

Esteeming  it  as  a  manifestation  of  vulgarity,  peculiar  to  Americans,  to 
evince  surprise  at  anything,  Triptolemus  soon  rallied,  and  gave  orders  to 
have  his  baggage  put  on  shore  in  the  coolest  manner  possible.  Arriving 
on  the  wharf  our  hero  commenced  staring  about  him  at  'he  "  natives." 
He  had  not  his  memoranda  convenient,  otherwise  he  would  have  noted 
down  some  curious  facts  which  he  learned  in  a  few  hours  after  reaching  the 
wharf.  His  first  object,  of  course,  was  to  gain  some  definite  idea  of  the 
inhabitants.  To  this  point  Mr.  Triptolemus  Snooks  directed  all  his 
faculties;  but,  perceiving  that  the  diflerence  between  an  American  and 
one  of  his  own  countrymen  was  so  slight,  he  doubted  if  he  had  not  got 
back  again  to  England  ;  or  that  his  imagination  had  been  playing  him  a 
trick;  and.  instead  of  his  having  been  an  actual  passenger  on  board  the 
Belle,  he  was  quietly  panning  his  way  in  some  sea-port  town  in  the  Old 
Country.  But  an  accidental  stumble  against  a  tall  man.  with  a  splenetic 
looking  nose,  and  a  ci<rar  in  his  mouth,  awoke  him  to  the  reality  of  his  po- 
sition. He  was  in  America  ! 
1* 
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"  I  say,  Mister,  you  hain't  learnt  not  to  stumble  agin  folks  yet, — have 
you  ?" 

"  H'arsk  your  pardon,"  said  Triptoleinus,  adjusting  his  glasses  to  his 
eyes,  and  gazing  at  the  stranger  with  intense  curiosity. 

"  Oh,  I  grant  that"  replied  the  man  with  the  sharp  nose.  "  Jest  arriv, 
stranger  V 

"  Jest  arriv  !"  echoed  Snooks  ;  "  Oh, — aye — yes  !" 

"  Then  you  mout  be  one  of  Queen  Vic-tory's  people  ?" 

Mr.  Triptolemus  Snooks  here  surveyed  the  interrogator  minutely — he 
surveyed  him  even  painfully.  After  satisfying  his  curiosity,  however,  he 
observed  that  he  'ad  "  the  honor  to  be  a  Briton ;"  and  then  asked  if  he 
knew  what  a  Briton  was  ?  The  reply  he  got  to  this  question  was  a  cu- 
rious one — not  very  direct,  to  be  sure ;  but  so  far  from  disconcerting, 
it  both  pleased  and  flattered  him. 

"  Why,"  replied  he,  removing  his  cigar  from  his  mouth,  and  ejecting  the 
end  of  it,  which  he  had  bitten  off ;  "  why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  stranger,  I 
hain't  no  idee  at  all  of  a  Briton,  'cept  that  I've  heerd  tell  he's  a  person  who 
allers  knows  more  than  other  folks.  But  in  the  States,  we're  pretty  much 
all  alike.  One  man's  another's  equal ;  but  I  can't  tell  how  it  is  with  Q,ueen 
Vic-tory's  people." 

Mr.  Snooks,  though  gloved  to  the  elbows,  did  not  hesitate  a  moment  to 
grasp  him  by  the  hand,  after  so  flattering  an  answer.  He  had  at  last  found 
one  who  understood  an  Englishman;  and  to  further  his  enquiries,  he 
observed, 

"  Vy,  if  it  be  as  you  state  it,  sir, — if  one  man's  another's  equal  in 
America,  'ow  is  the  country  peopled  ?" 

"  Why,  pretty  much  like  all  others,  I  reckon:  by  the  male  and  female 
species,"  replied  the  man  with  the  cigar ;  "  save  and  'cept  the  distant 
r-e-g-i-o  n-s  of  the  Mississippi,  and  thar  aint  nothing  thar  but  snags  and 
sawyers." 

"  You  don't  say  so,"  replied  Mr.  Snooks  ;  and,  tearing  a  strip  of  paper 
from  his  pocket-book,  he  proceeded  to  write. 

We  give  the  memorandum. 

[Mem.— Strange  fact  in  Natural  History  ;  the  Mississippi,  a  distant  and  h'obscure 
region  of  America,  peopled  by  snags  and  sawyers.    Note.— Consult  Goldsmith.] 

Completing  his  memoranda,  Mr.  Snooks  deposited  the  strip  of  paper  in 
his  breeches  pocket ;  and  on  turning  again  to  address  the  sharp-nosed 
man,  he  found  him  gone.  Triptolemus  Snooks  mentally  glorified  himself 
on  the  discovery  of  this  important  fact. 

"  Who  knows,"  thought  Triptolemus,  "  but  that  these  same  people — the 
in'abitants  of  the  Mississippi,  may  be  the  descendants  of  the  lost  tribes  ! 
[Very  probable,  oh!  sage   Triptolemus   Snooks!  we   tried   to  keep  it  a 
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secret — but  there's  no  concealing  anything  from  you. — Ed.]  "  Vy,"  he 
continued,  "aren't  tin-  natural  and  pbyaical  world  continuation*  of  the 
grand  idea  of  Deity  /  and,  whatever  is  strange  and  unaccountable  in  one, 
i>  it  not  eonaLstent  to  look  for  it  in  tho  other  ?  Vy,  yes  ;  and  here  it  is — in 
America  !" 

•'  Bide  up,  sir  1     Olf  in  a  jiffy  !" 

<  > ur  hero  was  startled  at  the  abrupt  interruption  ;  and,  turning  he  beheld 
die  ominous  linger  of  a  cabman,  attracted  to  the  spot  by  the  luggage, 
held  up  to  him  from  the  corner  of  the  next  street.  Triptolemus  soon 
made  up  his  mind  to  engage  him  ;  so  he  ordered  the  cabman  to  pick  up 
his  baggage,  and  was  just  in  the  act  of  getting  in,  when  he  halloed — 
.  dwiver  ! — you,  sir;  look  sharp!" 

•■  Ay,  ay,  6ir.     All  tight,  sir.     To  the  Tremout,  sir  ?" 


Mr.    Snooks. — No.     I — aw — want    tou    to    dwive    me — aw — to    the 
IIingi.ish  Settlement 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Mr.  Snooks  flung  himself  indolently  into  a  corner  of  the  cab,  which  was 
now  rattling  over  the  pavement  to  the  Tremont ;  gazing  through  the  win- 
dow opposite  him  as  he  rode  along. 

"  Ere's  a  fit  posterity  for  the  Jehus  of  Britain,"  said  he  with  a  sneer ;  "  I 
wonder  where  they  derived  their  notions  of  'osses  ?  Perhaps  from  the 
Centaurs,  who,  'alf 'osses  themselves,  must  have  been  in  early  communica- 
tion with  the  natives  of  America." 

This  expression  was  produced  by  the  "  shrill,  sharp"  cry  of  the  whip  of 
the  cabman,  as  it  descended  on  the  backs  of  the  horses ;  for  Mr.  Snooks 
was  reminded  by  it  of  the  old  Postillion  who  used  to  drive  him  home  from 
Oxford.  Such  glorious  days — those  !  The  period  of  bright  hopes  and  lu- 
crative expectation. 

Oh  !  Triptolemus  !  how  could  you  thus  coolly  expatriate  yourself  from 
those  hallowed  scenes  ?  But  wonderful  had  it  been  if,  in  the  hot  haste  to 
explore  these  savage  regions,  thou  hadst  forgotten  to  bring  along  with  thee 
an  Englishman's  birthright-principle — the  key-stone  of  his  liberty — Preju- 
dice !  But  many  wiser  heads  than  that  of  the  hamble  gentleman,  whose 
exploits  fill  these  pages,  have  made  still  greater  blunders  :  such,  for  in- 
stance, as  bringing  away  with  them  to  the  desolate  regions  of  America, 
their  prejudice,  and  egregiously  leaving  Principle  behind  them — to  ma- 
ture, perhaps,  into  a  vast  bequest  for  their  countrymen. 

Happy  the  nation  on  whom  the  warm  dung  of  Principle  descends  in  its 
infancy ! 

But  we  are  taking  the  philosophy  and  pathos  both  out  of  the  mouth  of 
Triptolemus.  Let  us  listen  to  him :  it  is  surely  not  American  to  think 
aloud  in  a  cab. 

"  Vy,  if  there  isn't  a  chimbley — yes  ;  and  there's  another  !  These  must 
be  civilized  savages,  or  they  wouldn't  build  up  chimbleys  !  What  an  awful 
sight  is  the  struggle  between  refinement  and  barbarism  !  '  Appy  Hiugland ! 
I  already  sigh  for  thy  blue  fields  !  thy  'edge-rows,  and  thy  h'atmosphere 
of—" 

"  Smoke !"  -he  would  have  added,  if  the  sudden  stoppage  in  the 
motion  of  the  vehicle  had  not  warned  him  that  he  had  arrived  at  the 
Tremont. 

"I  say,  dwiver !"  said  he,  stepping  out  of  the  vehicle  on  the  pavement, 
and  charging  both  eyes  with  his  glasses,  "  is  this  the  Settlement  V 
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"  No,  sir:  tho  Tremont,  sir.  Tlie  Englisli  Settlement  is  a  loetlo  further 
on.  sir." 

"  \\  i  ll.  oaru't  \<>H  d\\i\  .•  pm  then  '" 

•'  'Gainst  the  law,  sir.      I'm  only  licensed  to  run  to  the  Tremont,  sir.'' 

••'<>w  \erv   oild!'-   mattered    .Mr.  Snooks. 

••  Take  out  the  baggage,  sir ,"' 

"  ( — aw — yes,  dwiver  ;  you  may  take  out  the  baggage." 

The  baggage  of  Mr.  Snooks  was  soon  remoTed  and  deposited  in  the 
hall ;  when  the  next  sight  wo  get  of  hiiu  he  is  at  the  counting-room  of  the 
hotel. 

"  Tiuptoi.emus  Snooks,  Eso..,  England,"  in  good,  fair  hand,  with  an 
underscore,  and  a  llourish  after  the  d,  is  visible  on  the  record  of  arrivals. 
The  bar-keeper,  having  duly  examined  the  name,  presented  him  with  a 
key  (room,  No.  47),  and,  ordering  a  servant  to  take  "  his  things"  thither, 
.Mr.  Snooks  soon  found  himself  the  occupant  of  a  very  comfortable  room, 
in  the  second  story,  well-furnished  and  warmed,  and  tolerably  well  off  in 
luxuries. 

Mr.  Snooks,  according  to  his  custom  of  looking  suspiciously  at  every- 
thing American,  examined  the  sofa  very  cautiously,  and  even  turned  his 
back  with  horror  on  the  lounges.  It  is  not  for  us  to  say  whether  it  was  tho 
idea  of  such  things  having  made  their  way  to  America,  that  repelled  him, 
or  the  articles  themselves.  His  first  remark  however,  may  enlighten  the 
reader. 

"  Vy,  these  arn't  real !"  said  he  ;  and,  as  he  continued  to  gaze  at  them 
through  his  glasses,  it  struck  him  that  they  might  be  a  trap — a  lure — with 
concealed  daggers,  to  run  into  him  as  soon  as  he  should  sit  upon  them. 
"  But,  vy  should  the  natives  wish  to  h'assassinate  me  ?"  he  thought.  Tho 
sofa  and  the  lounges  were  common  enough  in  the  best  'otels  in  London: 
but  where  did  the  Hingins  get  the  h'idea  of  luxuries  1  Mr.  Snooks  went 
up  to  the  bed,  which  he  approached  cautiously  ;  he  felt  of  it  with  his 
nands  ;  he  even  lifted  off  the  coverlet,  and  felt  of  the  sheets.  "  Vite  linen, 
as  I  live  !  Vy,  where  am  1 7  I've  a  mind  to  try  ;"  he  continued.  "  Per- 
haps they  won't  swallow  me  ;  and  if  they  do,  vy,  like  Cromwell,  I  shall 
fall  a  hlessed  martyr." 

Approaching  one  of  the  lounges,  he  first  gazed  under  it  and  around  it ; 
then  turning  his  back  and  parting  his  coat  tails,  he  gradually  descended 
till,  losing  his  balance  (the  lounge  was  much  lower  than  he  had  conceived) 
he  fell  back  on  it  and  was  buried  up  to  his  eyes  in  plush  and  figured  velvet. 
Mr.    Snooks   felt   both  shocked  and  hurt  at    the   trick;  and,  jumping  up 
again,  he  ran  to  the  bell  and  rang  it  violently. 
"  Waiter  !  vy— what  is  that,  sir  ?" 
"  That,  sir  ?"  said  the  waiter. 
"  Yes,  sir — that,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Snooks,  with  terrible  emphasis. 
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"  We  call  it  a — a  lounge,  sir." 

"  Vy, — aw — they  aru't  common  in  the  country,  are  they  ?" 

"  Not  oucommon,  sir,''  said  the  waiter  with  dignity.  "  Anything  else, 
sir?" 

"  No,  waiter !"  replied  Mr.  Snooks.  "  It's  no  matter.''  And,  amidst 
the  confusion  the  waiter  withdrew  as  much  astonished  as  Mr.  Sneoks 
himself. 

[Mem.  by  Mb.  Snooks. — 'Orrible  contrivance  to  h'assassinate  me,  at  the  Tre- 
mont ;  narrowly  escaped  being  stabbed  by  daggers  concealed  in  the  lounge—  an  im- 
ported luxury.  Saved  by  presence  of  mind.  The  Hingins  of  America  supposed  to 
be  the  descendants  of  Lueretia  Borgia,  who  was  the  first  to  make  murder  a 
science.    To-morrow  shall  demand  the  protection  of  the  Hinglish  Minister.] 

[Second  Mem.— Examined  the  lounge— found  no  dagger— was  mistaken.] 

The  announcement  of  dinner  at  the  Tremont  was  an  era  in  the  adven- 
tures of  Mr.  Snooks.  It  brought  him  directly  in  conjunction  with  the  na- 
tives of  the  country,  beside  that  it  formed  the  basis  of  much  reflection.  A 
dinner  table  at  an  American  hotel  is  apt  to  be  represented  by  more  than 
one  nation  at  the  time,  since  the  New  World  has  become  so  fashionable  a 
louring  place.  This  mixture  was,  if  possible,  more  complete  on  the  day 
on  which  Mr.  Snooks  ate  his  first  meal  at  the  Tremont  than  it  had  been 
for  months  before.  Having  summoned  all  his  aristocratic  notions,  Mr. 
Snooks  was  actually  startled  on  looking  round  him  on  the  sea  of  human 
heads,  to  recognize  the  man  with  the  splenetic  nose,  whom  he  had  met  on 
the  wharf,  seated  two  or  three  removes  from  him,  by  the  side  of  a  singu 
larly  beautiful  and  intelligent  lady.  A  nod  of  recognition  was  condescend- 
ed by  Mr.  Snooks,  to  which  his  friend  replied  in  kind,  and  then  proceeded 
to  help  the  lady  to  a  bit  of  breast  of  fowl. 

As  the  biographer  of  Mr.  Snooks,  we  do  not  wish  to  infer  that  he  was 
any  way  smitten  by  the  lady  ;  but  either  from  astonishment  or  admiration, 
he  continued  to  gaze  at  her,  to  the  infinite  breach  of  all  politeness,  as  the 
lady  thought,  and  somewhat  to  the  amusement  of  the  company.  The 
tall  man  with  the  splenetic  nose,  smiled ;  the  lady  blushed ;  while  Mr. 
Snooks,  absorbed  in  the  study  of  her  countenance,  actually  placed  ^is 
hand  in  the  salad  dish,  while  reaching  for  a  slice  of  bread.  But  Mr. 
Snooks  was  not  the  man  to  bo  disconcerted  by  such  a  ridiculous  blunder, 
or  suffer  from  the  laughter  of  the  dinner  table.  He  maintained  his  dignity 
by  maintaining  his  gravity ;  and  looked  upon  the  mistake  as  one  of  the 
rights  of  an  Englishman,  and  to  be  duplicated  as  often  as  circumstances 
tended  to  it. 

The  dinner  being  concluded,  Mr.  Snooks  proceeded  into  the  drawing- 
room,  where  he  discovered  the  lady  who  had  been  the  cause  of  his  blunder 
at  the  table.     Now,  if  there  was  one  thing  he  prided  himse'f  for,  it  was  his 
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taking  waj  wito  woman.    It  aw  ■  feeohj  tor  whieh  lie  hnd  often  been 

envied,  and  one  which,  In  >%\ «-  \  «■  r  « >  1 1 1 .  i  h  iii.iv  near,    Mr.  Baookl  did  really 

-  in  an  eminent  degree.     Wherever  he  want,  be  was  eartain  to 

caaN  amusement;  and  how  irue  it  is,  that  many  ■  lair  heart  has  been 
!  I)\  being  innocently  amused,  that  could  never  have  been  gained 
by  sentiment.  Make  but  yourself  agreeable,  and  there  is  no  limit  to  your 
power.  So  thought  -Mr.  Snooks;  and  accordingly  ho  went  up  to  the  sofa 
on  which  the  lad)  was  seated,  and,  leaning  on  the  back  of  it  with  his  right 
hand,  while  he  held  his  hat  in  his  left,  observed,  with  astonishment, 


Mr.  StMo&t. — Aim  you  wxnni  raiR  roa  i  IIinoin  I 

'•  You  flatter  me,"  said  the  ludy  with  a  sweet  smile,  that  went  directly  to 
the  heart  of  Mr.  Snooks. 
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"  Pon  honor,  Mem,''  said  Snooks,  placing  his  hand  on  his  vest. 

"  La,  now,  sir,  I  know  you  don't  mean  what  you  say.  Do  pray  leave 
me  .'     I — I  really  feel  a  little  afraid  of  you.'' 

Mr.  Snooks  ran  his  fingers  through  his  hair  ;  he  saddled  his  nose  with 
his  glasses,  and  gazed  with  admiration  at  the  lovely  "  Hingin."  She  had 
tacitly  admitted  his,  Mr.  Snooks',  power,  by  admitting  that  she  was  afraid 
of  him  ;  and  Snooks'  heart  fired  at  the  prospect  of  carrying  back  to 
Hingland  the  beautiful  captive. 

"  You've  a  pretty  'and,  Mem !"  said  he,  attempting  to  catch  hold  of  it. 

"  Sir  !"  ejaculated  the  lady,  rising  indignantly. 

"  I — aw — beg  your  pardon,  Mem,"  apologised  Mr.  Snooks.  "Perhaps 
you  are  h'ill  and  wish  for  a  servant;  h'allow  me  to  h'escort  you  to  the 
table,  where,  I  perceive,  (using  his  glasses)  is  a  bell." 

"  I  thank  you,  sir,  I  have  the  free  use  of  my  feet,"  said  the  lady. 

Mr.  Snooks  merely  looked  down  to  the  small  foot  and  tapering  ankle 
that  flitted  past  him.  The  lady  on  reaching  the  table,  rang  the  bell,  and  on 
the  servant  making  his  appearance, 

"  Be  good  enough  to  enquire  if  Mr. Anonymous  is  izi  his  room,"  said  she. 

"  The  Honorable  Mr.  Anonymous,  of  Alabama's  bell  has  junt  rung  for 
another  half-dozen,  Mam." 

'  Then  tell  him  that  Mrs.  Anonymous  wishes  to  see  him  immediately." 

The  servant  bowed  and  withdrew,  when  the  next  instant  after,  Mr. 
Snooks  beheld  the  tall  man  with  splenetic  nose  enter. 

"  This  is  my  husband,"  said  the  lady,  presenting  him  to  Mr.  Snooks 

"  Why,  stranger,  what  on  airth  ha'  you  bin  a-doing  with  that  lady  ?" 

"  Oh,  nothing,  I  assure  you,  dear  Mr.  Anonymous  ;  "only  the  gentle 
man  had  the  kindness  to  compliment  my  complexion  ;  and — " 

"  Tigers  and  wild-cats  !''  exclaimed  Mr.  Anonymous.  "  But  come  along, 
sir ;  I've  a  brace  of  as  purty  squealers  as  ever  you  seed." 

"Pon  my  h'onor  this  is  all  incompre'ensible.  .  Pray,  what  are  'squeal- 
ers V  " 

"  Why,  pistols,  with  bar'ls  as  long  as  your  arm." 

"  'Ow  very  odd  !     But,  I  protest  against  duelling." 

"  What,  you  don't  fight !  Then,  d n  it  if  you  shan't  licker,  stran- 
ger !"  and  winking  slyly  at  Mrs.  Anonymous,  he  dragged  Mr.  Snooks  out 
of  the  room  along  with  him,  to  the  apparent  consternation  and  terror  of 
the  lady. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


The  first  impression  of  .Mr.  Snooks  on  finding  himself  in  the  hands  of 
the  Hon.  Mr.  Anonymous,  from  Alabama,  was  that  of  disgust.  Here  was 
■  plain  ea<e  of  infringement  of  an  Englishman's  liberty  ;  a  meddling  with 

his  rights.  lie  had  full v  made  Dp  his  mind  to  send  a  note  to  the  English 
Minister,  to  inform  that  functionary  of  his  treatment  in  a  strange  land, — 
and  to  demand  instantaneous  acknowledgment,  by  an  apology,  under  the 
alternative   of  a  more  official  requisition   from   England.      But  the  stout 

Alahamian's  arm  was  too  firmly  grasped  around  his  waist  to  allow  him 
time  to  fulfil  this  determination  ;  he  had  evidently  got  among  the  Philis- 
tines; ami  the  next  thing  Mr.  Snooks  knew,  he  found  himself  hurled  into 
a  room,  which  was  occupied  by  half-a-dozen  gentlemen,  seated  round  a 
table  very  plentifully  supplied  with  bottles  and  drinking  vessels.  Mr. 
Snooks  watched,  with  terror,  the  movements  of  the  Alahamian,  till  he  saw 
him  run  to  a  trunk,  and  lilting  the  lid  hastily,  draw  forth  a  couple  of  large 
pistols,  with  barrels  which,  Mr.  Snooks  thought,  fully  confirmed  the  Ala- 
hamian's declaration  that  they  were  as  long  as  his  arm. 

■  .Now.  stranger,'3  said  the  Alahamian  with  an  eye  of  fire,  "  I  want  you 
to  take  a  seat  at  that  tahle — thar  !  and  I'll  set  o'tother  side.  Jest  obleege 
DM  hy  ketohins  hold  on  the  breech  of  this  squealer,  and  look  into  the 
muzzle." 

Mr.  Snooks  tremulously  grasped  the  pistol,  and  looked  down  into  the 
barrel.     There  was  no  mistaking  that  it  was  loaded  heavily. 

'•  .Now,"  said  the  Alahamian.  grasping  the  other  pistol  in  his  long  bony 
hand,  "  gentlemen,  this  man  has  insulted  the  Honorable  Mrs.  Anonymous ; 
he  has  infringed  the  right  of  an  American  woman  to  sit  in  the  drawing- 
room  of  a  hotel  without  being  insulted,  and  I  have  demanded  satisfaction. 
In  the  next  place,  gentlemen,  am  I  right?" 

"  Always  right;  go  a-head  Anonymous,"  was  the  universal  exclamation. 

"  Well.  I  mean  to  In-  thar  !"  said  the  Alahamian.  "  Now  stranger,"  he 
continued,  looking  Mr.  Snooks  in  the  eye,  "  you've  either  got  to  fight,  or — 
iieker  the  hull  company." 

••  Vy,  is  this  the  custom  of  the  country  ?" 

"  It's  the  custom,  stranger."  replied  the  Alahamian.  "  You  see  in  Ame- 
rica  we  always  gives  a  chance  to  a  man  if  he  can't  fight,  or  don't  want  to. 
But  we  never  forgive  the  obligation  ;  it's  got  to  come  in  one  way  or  other. 
Aid,  siii'-e  you  don't  want  to  burn  powdy.  you  must  Iieker  and  drink  as 


m 


18  THE  COCKNEY  IN  AMERICA. 

ofteu  as  we  do.     I  say,  waiter !  jest  fetch  us  a  bottle  of  New  Englaud  Per- 
tickler.    But  p'raps  you'd  prefer  something  else,  Mr.  What's-your-naroe  .'" 

"  Snooks,"  replied  Triptolemus,  gazing  first  at  one  and  then  at  the  other, 

"  P'raps,  then,  Mr.  Snooks,  you'd  prefer  Black  Strap  or  Blae  Ruin?" 

"  I — aw. — thenk  you,"  said  Snooks,  in  a  maze  of  doubt  as  to  what  these 
terms  meant:  "  thenk  you;  I — aw — I'll  take  a  drop  of  the  Particular." 

Mr.  Snooks  here  congratulated  himself  on  the  easy  manner  of  settling 
points  of  honor  in  America — a  fact  he  was  in  the  act  of  admitting  as  an 
improvement,  when  the  Alabamian  called  out  to  him  to  hold  his  glass  and 
receive  his  quota. 

The  pale,  strong  liquor,  carried  an  odor  to  the  nose  of  Mr.  Snooks,  at 
once  uninviting  and  repulsive  ;  but  as  it  was  certainly  more  agreeable 
than  burnt  powder,  he  placed  the  glass  to  his  lips. 

*' Now,  gentlemen,''  shouted  the  Alabamian, — "hip!  hip! — hoora  !" 

" 'Ip  !  'ip !  'oora!"  exclaimed  Snooks,  imitating  his  companions  by 
drinking  off  the  contents  of  his  glass. 

"And  now,  Mr.  Snooks,''  said  the  Alabamian  ;  "how  do  you  like  the 
Pertickler,  and  what  do  you  think  of  the  greatest  nation  on  'arth?'' 

"Vy,  you're  joking,"  replied  Snooks.  "Perhaps  you  don't  know 
there's  such  a  country  as  Hingland  !" 

A  loud  shout  followed  this  remark. 

"  Why,  now  you're  joking,"  said  the  Alabamian.  "  I  wan't  to  know 
if  there  is?" 

"  Vy,  to  be  sure  there  is,"  replied  Mr.  Snooks,  with  gravity. 

"If so  be,  stranger,"  said  the  Alabamian,  "who's  the  President?  Mr. 
Polk's  President  of  the  States.  Fill  up,  and  then  tell  us  who's  the  Presi- 
dent." 

"  Really,  said  Mr.  Snooks,  "  I — aw — must  beg  to  be  excused  " 

"  Then,  stranger,  you  must  fight,"  thundered  the  Alabamian,  grasping 
the  pistol.     "  Sing  out  when  you're  ready,  and  then  pull  away  like  h — II." 

Mr.  Snooks'  eye  fell  with  alarm  on  the  steadfast  face  of  the  Alabamian 
who  stood  opposite  him  with  the  pistol,  the  muzzle  of  which  was  pointed 
directly  at  his  heart.  He  was  quite  pale,  and  continued  gazing  round 
him;  but,  as  nothing  but  threatening  eyes  met  his,  he  filled  another  glass 
and  drank  it  off  with  a  frightfully  contorted  countenance. 

"  Now,  stranger,  jest  tell  us  who's  the  President  of  your  country.  But 
I'll  tell  you  what!  I'll  pit  Clay,  or  Polk,  or  Webster  agin  him,  and  bet  you 
two  to  one  he  can't  hold  a  lite  in  a  stump  Speech." 

"  Really,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  a  6tump  Speech,"  said  Mr. 
Snooks;  "but  I  suppose  it's  the  same  as  an  oration  at  the  'listings — 
are'nt  it?" 

"  Not  egsactly,"  answered  the  Alabamiau.     "  A  stump  Speech  in  the 
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mnana.  irhnii  (he  twe  opponents  stand  for  the  Presidency  ;  ami  tii»ii 
tin-.-  both  git  on  ■  block  of  woo. I  before  the  President's  Honw,  wiili  the 
people  ill  round  'em,  am!  commence  speaking — the  longest  speaker  alien 

pi-"-" 

•  \  v,  I  u under  !"  ejaculated  Mr.  Snooks.  "  'Ow  long  do  tliey  speak 
at  i  time  ?'' 

"  Sometimea  a  week — Bometimes  a  month.  Polk  got  liis  election  by 
■peaking  a  hull  fortnit  without  stopping  to  licker.  But  I  say,  stranger," 
continued  the  Hon.  Mr.  Anonymous,  observing  that  Mr.  Snooks  had  ta- 
ken ont  his  memoranda,  "  don't  you  go  to  writin'  nothin'  down  agin  the 
country,  so  you  mout  as  well  put  up  that  writin'  book.  Besides,  it's  an 
insult  which  any  man  may  call  upon  you  for  satisfaction.  The  law  is  very 
rigomoa  BO  Corners  for  writin'  on  the  country.  We  fined  Dickens  for  it, 
ami  ioapriaoned  Marryatt  three  hull  months  among  the  niggers  in  the 
Caroliners." 

Mr  Snooks  received  this  communication  with  tremendous  surprise. 
Ha  did  not  then  recollect  to  have  read  anything  of  the  kind  in  the  travels 
of  those  gentlemen  in  America  ;  but  lie  charitably  attributed  their  silence 
on  a  subject  fraught  with  so  much  consequence  as  the  incarceration  of  a 
British  subject,  to  a  desire  to  suppress  6iich  a  horrible  piece  of  cruelty, 
and  thus  preserve  the  two  countries  from  assuming  an  attitude  of  belliger- 
ency with  rer.pect  to  each  other.  But  Mr.  Snooks  felt  it  his  duty  as  a  true 
British  subject,  to  expose  such  a  piece  of  atrocity  to  the  world  ;  it  was 
not  charity  to  veil  snch  crimes — so  he  determined  to  notice  the  fact  in  his 
diary  as  soon  as  relieved  from  the  observation  of  the  Alabamian.  with  the 
Tiew  to  let  the  British  public  know  how  little  reliance  is  to  be  placed  in  a 
country  Bpholding  such  tyrannical  laws  against  the  liberty  of  the  pen. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Snooks,-'  said  the  Alabamian.  "  you've  done  pretty  well 
but  we  must  not  forget  that  we  are  assembled  here  on  very  delicate  busi' 
ness.  The  bottles  look  to  be  considerably  emptier  than  the  pistols.  Now 
for  the  p'int  of  honor  ! — the  last  drink.  Mr.  Snooks,  you'lt  obleege  OS  bj 
filling  your  glass  out  of  that  bottle.  In  other  countries,  the  p'int  of  honor 
is  the  pistol  p'int,  or  the  sword's  pint ;  and  so  it  is  here  when  nothing  will 
do  but  blood.  But  in  the  States  anger  is  frekently  mollified  by  circum- 
stances.    "  Here,  the  p'int  of  honor  is  a   pint  of  that   stntT." 

"Gentlemen,"  stammered  Mr.  Snooks;  "I  must  demand  to  be  ex- 
cused. Allow  me  to  defer  the  hirst  bumper,  till  to-morrow.  Gentlemen, 
I'm  not  accustomed  to  drinking  reverent  spirits.  I — aw — that  is,  Mr. 
Anonymous, — " 

"Sir,"  said  the  Alabamian,  "I  shall  consider  a  refusal  to  fill  as  a 
determination  not  to  comply  with  the  laws  of  duelling  as  modified  in 
die  States  for  conscientious  individooals.  Either  ketch  hold  of  that  bottle 
stranger,  or  the  pistol.    I  don't  keer  which." 
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Mr.  Snooks  now  began  to  feel  seriously  alarmed  ,  but  preferring  a 
pint  of  old  Hock  to  the  dreadful  ordeal  of  those  awfully  long  barrelled 
pistols,  he  took  the  bottle  amidst  loud  applause  and  poured  out  a  brimmer. 

"  Are  you  all  filled,  gentlemen  ?''  cried  out  Mr.  Anonymous,  at  the  top 
of  his  voice;  and  the  company  expressing  themselves  in  the  affirmative, 
he  jumped  up  on  the  table,  and  reiterated  his  famous  "Hip! — hip! — 
hoora  !"  When  the  contents  of  the  tumblers,  not  excepting  that  of 
Triptolemus  Snooks,  Esq.,  vanished  readily  down  their  throats. 

The  satisfaction  demanded  by  the  Alabamian  being  now  complete, 
Mr  Snooks  was  suffered  to  retire  ;  but  shortly  after  had  the  gratification 
to  overhear  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Anonymous  lecturing  her  husband  for  his  con- 
vivial habits  : 


Mrs.   Anonymous. — Now,    Ms.    Anonymous,    you    rkat.ly    oiitn' 

DO    SO.       VVliT    WILL    YOUR    CONSTITUENTS    SAY? 


III!.  00<  KNE\    i\   A.MBRH   \ 


I  HAPTEB   VI 
nuneonorn  brooks— as   maxbb  citauxmni   poa  inn  "hinglwh  ciettle- 

M  '—  TAKKJ    A    DBINK—  HISTOHT    Q#   THK    ALABAMIAN— HLNKKll    HILL. 

Mk.  Shooxi  awoke  the  next  morning  with  a  violent  headache.  This  was 
to  I"'  expected  aa  a  natural  consequence  of  the  positions  he  had  been 

COnetraJnod    to   swallow   by  the  Hon.  -Mr.   Anonymous.      Ilis    sleep  during 

die  night  was  broken  and  irregular.    Adozen  times  he  woke  up.  leaned 

On  his  elbow,  and  found  that  he  had  been  dreaming  of  the  terrihle  Ala- 
bantian  and  the  Code  Honorable  in  America.  His  interview  with  the  Hon. 
.Mr-.  Anonymous, — his  having  been  seized  by  the  Alabamian  and  dragged 
into  a  room — the  two  pistols  with  their  long  barrels — all  appeared  to  him, 
in  the  dimness  of  his  memory,  like  a  dream  in  which  the  sleeper  is  troubled 
br  evil  spirits.  It  was  not.  however,  until  he  had  made  his  toilet  and 
corrected  his  stomach  with  a  glass  of  soda,  that  he  realized  his  whero- 
abouts.  Soon  his  memory  began  to  brighten  like  a  landscape  touched 
by  the  sun,  and  to  bring  vividly  before  him  all  that  had   passed. 

By  the  time  the  hour  arrived  for  breakfast,  Triptolemus  Snooks  was 
himself  again.  The  Hon.  .Mr.  Anonymous  occupied  the  same  position  at 
the  table  as  at  dinner,  with  whom  Mr.  Snooks  interchanged  compliments 
quite  freely;  for  he  bore  no  malice  in  his  heart.  The  morning  meal  over, 
he  ascended  to  the  reading-room  and  proceeded  to  make  some  enquiries 
as  to  where  the  "  Hinglish  Settlement-'  lay  ;  but  receiving  no  definite 
answer, — each  question  being,  as  he  said,  invariably  answered  by  some 
others — he  buttoned  his  sack  closely  around  him,  and  sallied  forth  into  the 
street. 

Thoroughly  disgusted  by  his  reminiscences  thus  far,  and  still  Buffering 
from  the  severe  test  to  which  his  feelings  had  been  put  by  the  Alabamian, 
Mr.  Snooks  strolled  leisurely  along,  noting  nothing  in  particular,  but 
mentally  abusing  himself  and  every  body  else.  Passing  along  State  street, 
what  was  his  rapture  to  meet  with  an  old  friend,  a  gentleman  of  fortune, 
travelling,  like  himself,  in  America,  for  the  benefit  of  his  'ealth. 

Veil,  Snooks,  my  boy,  what  do  you  think   of  the   natives,  eh?"  asked 
his  friend,  after  the  interchange  of  congratulations. 

••  Av'nt  made  up  my  mind,  yet."  replied  Triptolemus.  "I'm  at  it. 
though.    When  I  fight  on.-  more  duel  with  the  Hon.  Mr.  Anonymous, 

from  Halaliama,   I  shall  he  prepared  to   tell  you." 

"Vy.  you  'av'nt  been  in  his  'ands  T"  asked  his  friend.  "  He's  the 
deepest  drinker  in  the  country — the  only  man  who  conforms  strinlv  to  the 
license  law;  buys  twenty-six  gallons  at  a  lick,  invite-  'alia  dozen  friends, 
and — its  •  vamosed,'  as  the  natives  saj 
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"  No  ?"  said  Mr.  Snooks  with  alarm. 

"  Yes;  and  a  ier.rible  shot,  too — wings  a  fly  at  teu  paces  any  day  in  the 
bar-room,  and' makes  money  at  it." 

"  Vy  !"  said  Snooks  "  only  think  !  What  if  he  'ad  made  me  fight  with 
pistols?" 

"  Mount  Auburn  Cemetry,  my  boy.  But  what  do  you  say  for  a  re- 
fresher?— a  glass  and  a  toast  to  the  natives?" 


Mr.   Snooks. — "I  don't  care  if  I  do,  if  I  arn't  obliged  to  drink 

TWKNTI-SIX    GALLONS.'* 

Naturally  susceptible  of  the  soft  influences  of  beauty,  but  withal,  receiv- 
ing its  approaches  with  duo  caution  and  philosophy,  Mr.  Snooks  soon 
found  frequent  opportunities  to  gratify  his  taste  in  this  way,  by  studying 
the  charming  faces  of  all  the  ladies  he  met.  Boston  ie  peculiarly  happy 
m  this  particular.  There  beauty,  like  a  flower  in  the  wilds  of  nature, 
blooms  spontaneously ;  and,  though  it  was  against  the  natural  and  ac- 
quired opinions  of  Mr.  Snooks  to  admit  a  comparision  between  an  Ameri- 
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mm  .111.1  ra  BafUsh  I ; i - 1  >- .  be  eoaM  not  Tail  to  be  Mnsilly  struck  by  nuj 
whom  lie  met  i.i  ili.<  fashionable  promenades,  at  die  same  time  that  h>- 
Ji.fi    the  candor  to  |>  rot.-  -t  that  the  "  fair  HiagilM  of  America  were  Doming 

Ska  the  pessnres  be  bad  seen  of  them  in  the  print  shoot  in   'Igh  "Olbern 

street.  London. " 

Hut  we  shall  drop  the  narrative  style  in  the  further  development  of  Mr. 
Snooks'  adventures,  and  allow  him  to  tell  his  own  story,  in  bis  own  way. 
This  we  are  enabled  to  do,  by  having  received  per  post,  the  first  fifty 
loaves  of  his  Diary,  with  the  further  promise  of  the  balance  as  fast  as  events 
transpire  worth  recording.  But  we  shall  reserve  to  ourselves  the  liberty  of 
interspersing  it  with  such  rellections  of  our  own  as  may  arise  naturally  from 
the  perusal  of  said  Diary. 

The  public  Libraries,  the  Theatres,  the  Churches,  were  all  in  turn 
fiaited  by  .Mr.  Snooks.  With  regard  to  the  latter,  he  says  he  knew  not 
what  to  thiuk.  "  'Appening  in  one  of  the  fashionable  Churches,"  runs 
Uie  diary,  "  I  was  forcibly  struck  with  the  h'exceedingly  interesting  cha- 
racter of  the  service.  Every  adjunct  was  purely  democratic.  The  Min- 
ister addressed  the  High  God  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  emotion.  He 
was  'abite.l  in  the  simplest  garments,  and  did  not  seem  to  raise  the  h'idea 
of  a  fashionable  preacher.  His  appeal  was  always  pathetic — his  language 
correct  and  beautiful,  which  convince  me  that  he  must  'ave  been  a 
Hinglishman.  His  words  were  embued  with  a  vein  of  deep  h'earnest- 
MSS.   which  must  'ave  carried  conviction  to  the  minds  of  his  'earers 

••  I  attentively  noticed  the  deportment  of  the  devotees.  Every  circum- 
stance with  regard  to  them  was-simple  and  in  good  taste.  They  did  not  turn 
their  'eads  every  now  and  then,  as  they  do  in  Hingland,  to  look  at  the  hist 
new  comer.  The  females  were  dressed  always  plain;  the  gentlemen  also. 
What  particularly  struck  me  were  the  regulations  of  the  Church.  When- 
ever a  stranger  entered,  the  Sexton,  'oo  is  a  very  grave  and  polite  man, 
(a  natirc!)  tenderly  took  him  by  the  'and,  and  led  him  to  a  seat  directly 
in  front  of  the  h'altar — which  I  'ave  since  learned  it  is  the  custom  of  the 
Church,  to  reserve  for  strangers.  I  thought  'ow  'appy  it  would  be  if  all 
the  reBfions  sects  in  the  country  would  but  copy  the  simplicity  and  lowli- 
this  Ohnrch." 

Inasmuch  as  the  name  of  the  Church  is  not  mentioned  in  the  diary,  the 
editor  supposes  that  Mr.  Snooks  must  allude  to  Grace  Church,  in  New 
York,  as  he  is  not  aware  of  any  other  which  so  fully  conforms  to  the  des- 
cription here  given. 

Public  liar-rooms  Mr.  Snooks  purposely  omitted  to  visit — fearing  that 
he  night  again  encounter  the  terrible  Alahamian. 

"  I'.ut.''  savs  be,  "all  the  other  institooshuns  I  visited.  America  is 
dil  ided  into  two  parties  :  the  liquor,  and  the  anti-li.|Uor,  party.     Therefore 
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Hook  upon  the  public  bar-rooms,  as  part  and  parcel  of  the  institooshuns 
of  the  natives  ;  and  it  seems  to  be  quite  a  large  part  at  that. 

"  It  is  quite  remarkable,  the  progress  of  the  natives  towards  attaining 
the  point  in  h'architecture,  already  arrived  at  in  the  Hold  Country.  The 
H'arts  and  Sciences  seem  to  be  in  a  flourishing  condition  ;  and,  I  am  told 
that  the  country  boasts  of  one  Greek  Professor,  besides  several  others  'oo 
make  the  languages  their  study.  But  I  seriously  miss  the  learned  'eads 
whom  I  used  to  meet  at  Hoxford.  But  to  return  to  the  state  of  the 
country :  the  style  of  building  adopted  by  the  natives  is  mainly  copied 
from  the  Hinglish  architects.  In  some  points,  it  is  simple  and  chaste ; — 
in  others  redundant  and  florid.  A  foreigner  landing  on  the  shores  of  Ame- 
rica, will  not  fail  to  be  struck  with  the  great  number  of  Monuments.  Ame- 
rica is  truly  the  Country  of  Monuments.  I  visited  a  city  called  Mount 
Hauburn,  located  a  few  miles  from  Boston.  Here  the  buildings  are  very 
chaste ;  and  every  step  you  take  you  catch  a  glimpse  of  some  beautiful 
Monument  erected  to  the  'eroes  of  America.  I  noticed  a  cluster  of  them 
one  day  in  the  suburbs  of  the  town.  I  was  informed  that  they  were  the 
tombs  of  the  descendants  of  a  man  by  the  name  of  'Oratius',  who,  together 
with  the  h'old  man,  fell  in  an  attack  made  on  the  town  by  the  Creeks — a 
wery  warlike  tribe,  'alf  savage,  in'abiting  the  Vestern  part  of  the  country. 
They  all  lie  together.  Sad  were  my  feelings  as  I  gazed  h'abstractedly  on 
this  Monument  erected  to  the  memory  of  the  valiant  'Oratius." 

Mr.  Snooks  must  have  been  deeply  affected,  when  he  penned  this  part 
of  the  diary,  for  here  the  paper  is  stained  as  with  tears  ! 

"  Last  week,''  continues  the  diary,  "  I  visited  Bunker  '111,  and  the  mon- 
ument erected  on  it.  It  is  a  beautiful  cone,  over  five  hundred  feet  'igh, 
and  was,  it  is  said,  erected  by  the  in'abitants  in  memory  of  a  battle  with 
the  Hinglish  troops  during  the  Rebellion  of  the  Colonies.  'Owever,  this 
is  mainly  a  tradition,  and  gains  but  little  credence  among  the  better  inform- 
ed classes.  All  the  'istories  of  that  affair  agree  that  there  was  a  battle 
on  the  ground  occupied  by  the  Monument ;  but  I  am  inclined,  from  a 
personal  h'examination  of  the  location,  to  think  that  it  must  'ave  been 
with  the  same  tribe  by  which  the  lamented  'Oratius,  and  his  gallant  sons 
fell.  The  Monument  is  situated  on  the  Vesterly  side  of  Boston,  near 
Cambridge,  (of  which  by  the  bye,  I've  a  beautiful  tradition),  where  the 
institooshuns  of  the  natives  are  located. 

"  The  Monument  is  kept  by  an  h'old  man  with  a  down-cast  look,  and 
furred  cap.  He  is  wery  communicative.  When  I  first  approached  this 
queer  specimen  of  Hingin  Harchitecturc,  I  inwoluntarily  exclaimed  :  — 
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Mr.  Snooks.     Vell  !     If  there  isn't  the  Bu.vker  'III    Monument, 

Wl  I  B    SMOKJ     A  COKING  OIT  Of  IT  !       I  ALWAYS    >EARD    THE    AMERICANS  WAS 
WSRTIAYMQ,    BIT    WHO'D    A    THOUGHT    OF   THEIR  USING    A  MONUMENT  FOR 

a  Chimblkv  ! 


At  which  h'exclamation,  the   h'old  man  with 


tlie  furred  cap,  looked 
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down  still  more  ;  and  I  thought  I  savvsomethink  like  a  tear  a-stealing  down 
his  weather-beaten  cheek." 

"  Yes,"  said  he,  "  stranger !  We  allers  puts  smoke  into  'em.  The 
Country  is  so  poor,  we're  obliged  to  make  everything  tell." 

"  I  was  struck  with  the  simplicity  and  deep  pathos  of  his  reply.  Oh, 
congratulate  yourselves,  I  exclaimed,  my  countrymen  of  Hingland,  that 
you  are  not  obliged  to  use  your  Monuments  for  chimbleys !  The  reminis- 
cence was  both  mournful  and  pleasing,  and  I  almost  wept  as  I  with- 
drew " 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


mi.  snooks  nisrnrRSETii  of  a  iiingin    sunset— editorial   remark*—  Cambridge, 

WITH   A   Cl'RIOVS   LEGEND—  DISCOVERY    OF  A  HINQIN   RELIC. 

Before  resumin_'  Mr.  Snooks'  Diary,  (which  is  lengthy),  we  find  it  neces- 
sary to  illuminate  the  reader  with  regard  to  his  dosing  remarks,  in  the  last 
chapter.  Notwithstanding  .Mr.  Snooks'  hahitual  accuracy,  there  is  great 
room  to  doubt  the  reliableness  of  that  part  of  the  Diary  which  refers  to  the 
Monument  al  Bunker  Hill.  We  are  brought  to  this  conclusion  by  the 
force  of  analogy.  In  Roxbury,  Westerly  from  Boston,  there  is  a  large 
Chemical  Works  Establishment,  the  tall  chimney  of  which,  erected  pur- 
posely high  to  carry  off  the  smoke,  may  be  seen  from  a  great  distance, 
relieved  against  the  sky  by  its  height.  It  is  supposed  that  Mr.  Snooks 
mistook  this  chimney  for  the  Monument  aforesaid.  However  this  may 
be,  there  is  no  doubt  that  he  spoke  the  genuine  feelings  of  his  heart 
— and  just  what  one  might  be  supposed  to  feel  on  beholding  a  Monu- 
ment, erected  to  commemorate  the  heroism  of  the  past,  desecrated  to 
manufacturing  purposes  by  poverty  or  otherwise.  But  we  resume  the 
Diary  : 

"  I  took  a  mournful  leave  of  Bunker  '111,  and  "  went  my  way."  It  was 
getting  late  in  the  aAernoon,  and  I  stood  watching  the  sun  as  its  declining 
rays  gilded  the  topmost  stone  of  the  Monument.  The  h'atmosphere  was 
clear  and  brilliant  through  which  I  caught  a  last  glimpse  of  the  vanishing 
h'orb  of  light.  But,  with  respect  to  a  Hingin  sun-set  scene,  I  have  not  much 
to  say.  There  are  so  few  lofty  'ills,  crowned  with  old  trees!  Not  a  Convent, 
or  ruined  H'abbey  to  break  the  monotony  ;  and,  withal,  the  sun  seems  to 
ave  such  a  clear  sweep  down  the  'orison. 

"  I  often  wished  it  were  possible  for  tourists  to  carry  their  own  h'atmos- 
phere along  with  thein  !  Absurd  as  this  may  seem,  if  any  one  will  but  come 
to  America,  he  will  find  the  desire  not  so  unreasonable.  In  Hingland,  it 
is  notorious  that  the  sunsets  like  a  gentleman  who  has  made  his  toilet; 
but  in  America,  he  goes  down  like  a  mechanic,  incomplete  and  'urried, 
as  if  finishing  it  on  his  way  !" 

The  American  reader  will  know  how  to  appreciate  Mr.  Snooks'  la- 
mentation. We  fully  coincide  with  his  views,  however ;  and  have  often 
thought  that  if  America,  like  happy  England,  could  but  now  and  then 
present  to  the  traveller,  glimpses  of  ruined  Castles,  Abbeys,  Convents,  or 
a  Lord's  Park,  its  scenery  would  at  once  become  grand,  effective  and  sub- 
lime ;  and  an  American  might  then  say  to  tourists  "  there,  d — n  you  !  Look 
at  that! — there's  nature  and  art  for  you — if  the  latter  be  but  a  heap  o» 
ruins,   or  a  shut  up  paradise  .'" 
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To  those  who,  from  over-niceness,  may  object  to  Mr.  Snooks'  ideas, 
and  imagine  that  they  are  singular,  we  say,  remember  that  Mr  Snooks 
is  a  Cockney.  And  alas!  how  little  of  the  true  English  character  does  a 
Cockney  reflect!  and  alas!  secondly,  what  can  be  expected  from  him  7 
We  own  it,  we  felt  hurt  when  we  read  this  part  of  the  Diary ;  but  we 
comforted  ourselves  with  the  reflection  that  no  one  is  expected  to  direct 
his  own  feelings. 

Mr.  Snooks,  it  would  appear  from  his  Diary,  shortly  after  visited  Cam- 
bridge. It  was  while  gazing  at  this  lonely  and  desolate  village  that  were 
evoked  some  sad  and  bitter  reflections.  Had  Mr.  Snooks  been  at  Kam- 
scatka,  or  in  the  Great  Desert  of  Sahara,  the  sight  of  a  College — those 
venerable  Meccas  of  literature — would  assuredly  have  filled  his  mind 
with  reminiscences  of  his  school-boy  days  at  Oxford.  All  their  brightness 
and  gladness  would  have  risen  up  before  him,  in  stern  contrast  with  the 
cares  and  solicitudes  of  manhood.  Oh,  could  he  be  a  school-boy  once 
again  !  But  that  he  could'nt !  He  felt  the  stern  impossibility,  and  watered 
the  earth  with  his  tears  ! 

But  here  was  the  College  at  Cambridge,  with  its  rude  architecture  and 
dreary  exterior.  He  wondered  why  any  young  man  could  learn  his 
alphabet  in  such  a  fortress.  There  was  none  of  the  stately  old  grandeur 
of  Hoxford  about  Cambridge  ;  and  he  strained  his  eye  in  vain  to  catch  a 
sight  of  one  solemn  old  gowned  professor,  such  as  he  used  often  to  en- 
counter at  Hoxford,  walking  beneath  the  cool  shade  of  venerable  trees, 
the  type  and  embodiment  of  wisdom  and  austerity! 

"I  passed,''  says  the  Diary,  "through  Cambridge.  I  was  informed, 
while  there,  that  the  town  derived  its  name  from  an  incursion  the  Monnikin 
Hingins  made  into  the  country  about  fifty  years  before  the  discovery  of 
America  by  Columbus.  On  the  present  site  of  the  town  was  a  Hingiu 
village,  in'abited  by  a  fierce  and  blood-thirsty  tribe ;  and,  when  they 
carried  fire  and  sword  into  the  town  of  Boston,  they  were  compelled  to 
pass  a  bridge  erected  over  the  Pontine  Marshes,  which  now  exhale,  on  the 
wings  of  every  breeze,  the  most  deadly  malaria.  The  two  settlements 
were  connected  by  this  bridge — thus,  cum  and  bridge !  The  natives,  on 
being  asked  'ow  their  h'enemies  reached  them,  would  reply,  pointing  in 
the  direction  of  the  marsh,  '  they  cum — bridge!'  Meaning  that  the  Monni- 
kins  came   over  tlie  bridge. 

"  The  village  is  very  sparsely  built  up  ;  and,  while  examining  its  natural 
h'advantages,  I  could  not  'elp  reflecting  what  a  fine  investment  a  few 
thousand  pounds  would  be  to  a  Ilinglish  capitalist  to  redeem  this  lonely 
spot  from  its  present  wretched  condition  of  scraggly  and  roofless  houses, 
to  a  thriving  Ilinglish  Village.  The  h'air  about  Cambridge,  or  rather, 
according  to  tradition,  cum  and  bridge,  is  wery  salubrious ;  the   face  of 
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the  country  'illy,  and  quite  romantic  for  America.  In  fine,  Cambridge 
might  easily  bo  mad*  a  second  Brighton  ;  and  I  would  suggest  to  my 
countrymen,  tin-  [propriety  of  finding  a  market  'ere  for  their  floating  0»pi- 
tal.  An  investment  of  a  crown  at  Cambridge,  will  pay  far  better  than 
a  guinea  at  'Uunsditcli,  at  the  same  time  that  immense  good  may  be 
done  by  scattering  the  seeds  of  h'education,  and  giving  the  natives  the 
benefit  uf  llni^li^li   institooshuns." 

There  spoke  the  Cockney  again  !  We  shall  incontinently  burn  the 
Diary  if  it  proceed  much  farther  in  this  strain.  As  Americans,  it  is  impos- 
sible not  to  feel  very  small  after  perusing  such  reflections.  We  can 
bear  to  be  told  by  these  illegitimate  Englishmen,  that  we  are  "  not  what 
we  crack  ourselves  up  to  be;"  that  we  'ave  no  language,  no  poets,  no 
national  ballads,  no  Shakspeare;  that  "  Yankee  Doodle"  is 'issed  when- 
ever it  is  played  in  public;  that  to  be  a  Yankee  is  to  be  ostracised 
in  the  language  in  which  Milton  and  Shakspeare  wrote.  Such  is  an 
American's  sutVerance.  It  is  one  of  the  penalties  of  his  respectable  re- 
publicanism. But  our  "  institooshuns,"  whatever  they  may  be,  are  as 
dear  to  us  as  au  Englishman's  beef  and  pudding  ;  and  any  movement  to 
invade  them,  as  suggested  by  Mr.  Snooks,  ought  to  bring  forth  the  re- 
monstrance of  all  parlies  ;  indeed  it  ought  to  be  condemned  in  the  severest 
language,  and,  if  need  be,  frowned  down  in  the  expressive  words  of  a 
Washington  lnarketman  : — "Our  Country!  Horse-radish  and  Liberty!" 

But  we  resume.  "  Cambridge  College,"  says  the  Diary,  is  wery  plea- 
santly situated  on  the  right  bank  of  the  river  Quinipiac,  a  Hingin  name; 
as  I  find  all  the  rivers  at  the  Heast  owe  their  patronymics  to  the  Hin- 
gin vernacular.  They  teach  several  branches  of  philosophy,  and  'ave 
a  class  in  Hingliafa  Grammar.  I  was  particularly  pleased  when  I  made 
this  discovery,  as  I  perceived  the  natives  spoke  'orrid  Ilinglish. 

"  I  was  much  amused  one  d;iy  while  walking  through  the  village,  by 
the  reply  of  a  youth  whom  I  met.  "  with  shining  school-boy  face,"  dang- 
ling his  satchel  (a  bag  in  which  the  children  of  the  natives  carry  their  books) 
on  his  harm  He  was  returning  ome  from  school ;  and  I  thought,  from 
the  scrutinizing  gaze  he  gave  me,  that  he  considered  me  a  h'odd  looking 
personage  to  be  where  I  was.  His  look  was  shy  and  suspicious,  a 
trait  I  'ave  since  observed  to  be  very  general  in  the  children  of  the  natives. 

"My  hid."'  said  I,  '  what  school  do  you  go  to,  and  'oo's  your  marster  ?" 
Hii  reply  to  my  query  was  what  might  be  termed  by  orthoepists  as  mono- 
syllabic; but  I  s ,ivv  much  meaning  in  it.  Said  he,  placing  his  thumb 
on  the  tip   of  his  nose,  '  dreens  !' 

"  I  kindly  tapped  him  on  the  Yad,  pitched  him  a  sixpence,  which  he 
caught  with  great  facility,  and  then  darted  otf,  looking  round  every  few 
bteps  to   see  if  I  wa«i  h'observing  him. 
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"  I  came  across  a  curious  h'objectthe  other  day  while  wandering  in  the 
suburbs  of  Boston.  I  find  the  country  containing  many  relics  of  the  past, 
which  forcibly  carry  the  mind  of  the  traveller  back  to  the  days  of  the  Ame- 
rican Hierarchy,  when  the  natives  were  under  the  government  of  the 
Creeks,  who  first  instituted  Hingin  Worship.  I  often  thought  'ow  'appy 
it  would  'ave  made  Gibbon  to  have  known  of  the  existence  of  America. 
Perhaps  we  should  have  'ad  another  "  Decline  and  Fall"  of  this  h'exceed- 
ingly  h'interesting  people. 

"  The  curiosity  to  which  I  allude,  appears  to  be  a  Hingin  relic  of  great 
antiquity.  I  stumbled  upon  it  by  accident,  and  when  I  first  lifted  it  from 
the  rubbish,  I  observed : — 


Mr.  Snooks. — Vy  !     If  'ere  aint  a  Hingin  Whatdyecallum  ! 

"  I  was  greatly  surprised  and  delighted  with  my  good  fortune,  and 
scarcely  knew  what  it  was  I  said  ;  and,  wrapping  it  carefully  in  my  pocket 
'andkerchief,  I  took  it  'oine  for  microscopic  examination.  The  result  o. 
my  experiments,  'owevor,  I  shall  leave  for  the  future." 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  APOLOOV— DUELLING— ALL    COCKNEYS   GENIUSES— A  HINGIN  LANDLORr>— FURTHER 
ENQUIRIES   OF   MB.  SNOOKS   FOR  THE    IIINGLISH   IITILEMENT-THI   ANSWER. 

Ol  reaching  his  hotel,  Mr.  Snooks  met  the  Alabamian  at  the  door.  The 
Hon.  Mr.  Anonymous  bowed  very  politely  as  he  entered,  and,- seizing 
him  by  the  hand  proceeded  to  apologize  for  his  rudeness  on  a  previous 
evening. 

"  In  fact,"  said  he,  "Mr.  Snooks,  I  was  a  little  excited  at  first;  but, 
having  since  been  assured  by  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Anonymous,  who  is  the  tallest 
kind  of  woman  in  the  States,  that  your  conduct  was  not  so  disrespectful  as 
I  was  led  on  the  moment  to  believe  it  was,  I  am  glad  to  acknowledge  my 
error,  and  welcome  a  true  Briton  to  the  States." 

"  You  do  me  too  much  h'onor,''  replied  Mr.  Snooks,  bowing  stiffly. 

'  Nat  in  the  least,  I  assure  you,"  said  the  Alabamian.  "  We  Americans 
ar*  allers  the  first  to  acknowledge  our  faults,  and  redress  a  wrong." 

"Sir,"  answered  Mr.  Snooks,  formally,  "  I  shall  look  on  your acknow- 
lec  gment  in  the  light  of  a  national  apology.  And  it  will  afford  me  much 
sat.sfaction,  on  my  return  to  the  Hold  Country,  to  reflect  that  the  na- 
tives of  America  are  always  ready  and  willing  to  h'own  their  faults; 
and  as  such,  merit  the  respect  of  Great  Britain — indeed,  I  may  say,  of 
h'all  Europe." 

Mr.  Snooks  reached  his  room  in  a  high  state  of  mental  satisfaction.  It 
was  the  first  time  he  had  met  the  Alabamian  since  the  terrible  day  of  the 
duel.  And,  though,  as  a  mere  man,  Mr.  Snooks  had  little  to  fear  from  any 
one,  yet  he  was  glad  that  the  affair  had  taken  the  shape  it  had, — for  he 
vrould  rather  that  his  quiet  tour  of  observation  in  America  were  not  crown- 
ed or  brought  to  an  abrupt  termination,  either  by  his  own  life,  or  that  of 
his  opponent,  the  Hon.  Mr.  Anonymous. 

The  following  appears  on  the  fortieth  page  of  the  Diary,  in  reference 
to  this  affair : 

"The  Code  Honorable  in  America,  differs  widely  from  that  adopted  by 
the  Hinglish.  While  a  few  shots  of  the  pistol  are  the  alternatives  demand- 
ed by  my  h'own  countrymen,  for  an  insult,  in  America,  it  is  frequently 
modified  to  suit  circumstances.  I  am  told  it  is  purely  a  Hingin  custom, 
and  I  am  not  aware  of  a  similar  system  in  the  world.  The  natives  seem 
to  think  that  a  duel  to  the  death,  proves  nnthink — 'ence  they  suborn  offen- 
ders to  undergo  the  h'ordeal  of  the  bottle!  The  Americans  are  certainly 
original  in  this  respect.  Their  mode  of  proceeding  is  this  :  The  challengee 
invites  his  friend  to  meet  him  at  a  specified  place.     They  then  commence 
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drinking,  each  one  pouring  out  for  the  other:  drunkenness,  of  course, 
soon  ensues,  and  the  parties  become  uproarious,  when  it  often  occurs  that 
concessions  are  passed,  and  the  'ostile  friends  wake  up  the  next  morning 
in  perfect  accord  with  each  other. 

"  These  facts  I  'ave  obtained  from  a  gentleman — a  Senator  from  Alaba- 
ma— who  further  assured  me  that,  in  consequence  of  the  satisfaction  for 
an  insult  being  so  limited — (he  calls  drinking  a  dozen  bottles  limited  !) 
wery  few  of  the  natives  are  ever  engaged  in  points  of  honor  But,  does 
not  such  a  Code  of  honor  promote  cowardice?  It  assuredly  does  ;  for  ac- 
cording to  it,  any  tippler  may  go  all  through  the  country  committing 
depredations  against  Society,  (of  which,  by  the  bye,  there  is  very  little  in 
America)  and  against  public  h'order,  knowing  that  the  penalty  will  only  be 
a  dozen  of  bottles,  and  that,  too,  frequently  purchased  at  the  expense  of 
the  h'injured.  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  what  bias  might  be  given  to  the 
primitive  ideas  of  the  natives  of  America,  by  a  freer  intercourse  with  the 
Hold  Country,  but  I  am  sure  it  would  be  great." 

The  penetration  everywhere  visible  in  the  remarks  of  Mr.  Snooks,  is 
but  the  common  characteristic  of  the  class  of  which  he  is  a  brilliant  sample. 
The  Cockney  no  sooner  "harrives"  in  America,  which  he  accomplishes, 
be  it  known,  to  the  deep  grief  of  his  wealthy  relatives  in  England,  than 
straightway  he  becomes  a  great  genius.  There  must  be  some  highly  con- 
ciliating property  in  an  American  atmosphere,  to  work  such  miracles. 
But  he  arrives — transmutes  his  bill  of  exchange  into  good  hard  dollars, 
and  the  next  you  hear  of  him,  he  is  at  the  head,  but  more  frequently  the 
tail,  of  a  newspaper;  directing  public  sentiment,  and  h'elevating  the  in- 
stitooshuns  of  America  to  a  respectable  footing  with  those  of  Hingland! 
But  he  might  live  all  his  day  and  die  and  be  buried  in  his  own  country, 
and  never  be  known  or  thought  of.  This  may  be  accounted  for  on  the 
proverb  that  States  are  ungrateful ;  that  no  nation  is  equal  to  the  task 
of  appreciating  its  great  men;  but,  as  America  may  be  said  to  be  in  more 
than  one  sense,  the  genuine  Cockneys'  posterity — the  land  of  their  "  first, 
last,  best,"  appreciation — the  kind  mother  to  suckle  their  lean  bellies  into 
fat  paunches;  we  do  not  wonder  that  such  numbers  flock  hitherward, 
the  destined  ornaments  of  America  and  American  manners — but  we  do 
wonder  at  the  modest  manner  in  which  they  make  known  their  preten- 
sions, and  "  teaching  us  as  if  they  taught  us  not,"  let  us  at  once  into  the 
secret  of  our  inferiority.       We  resume  the  Diary: 

"  I  could  not  'elp  noticing  the  exceeding  taciturnity  of  the  landlord,  at 
my'otel.  He's  a  "  raal"  native,  to  use  a  vulgar  expression  of  the  Coun- 
try. On  my  return  from  Bunker  '111,  I  asked  him  to  direct  me  to  the 
"Hinglish  Settlement,"  which  I  supposed  to  be  in  the  neighborhood. 
Said  he,  "Mr.  Snooks — Idontknow!"    But  determining   not  to  be  put 
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olT  so.  and  ut  all   tv.nN  to    find  out  its  locality,  I  persisted  in  my  former 
question,  Baking  him,   "  it"'«'  'ad  not  'card  ofitl — if  the  Settlement  wasn't 
1  .  !  —  as  the  dwiver,  who  bronghl  me  and  my  luggage  to  the  'ouse, 
'ad  told  me  it  was  a  lettU  further  on." 

■•  Hull,"  said  he.  '•  Mr.  Snook-,  he'i  the  cutest  whip  in  hoeUng ;  and 
if  he  said  the  Settlement  weea  hctlr  rartheron,  why  I  hain't  no  ohjections 

— I  'apoee  it  must  be  so.      Hut  ttiar'.i  the  driver,  now  ;  he's  jest  coining  in 
to  git  a  drink — you  mout  ask  him  !" 

"  The  landlord  here  turned  on  his  'eel  and  leA  me,  apparently  in  a  h'ill 
humor.  Mentally  wondering  where  he  learned  his  manners,  I  stepped 
into  the  bar-room,  where  i  found  the  dwiver;  he  was  in  the  act  of  "  tip- 
puu;  a  {.'lass,"  with  a  comrade,  when  I  asked  'im,  says  I,  "dwiver — aw — 
can  you  direct  me  to  the  Hinglish  Settlement?"  He  turned  round  very 
civilly  towards  ine,  and  touching  his  cap,  said, 


Prirtr. — No:  Bot  I've    a  hoss  what  knows  rothin'  ki.sk  but  tkot 
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Mr.  Snooks  turned  away  with  disgust  and  despair.  "  What  'ad  a  trot- 
ting  'oss  to  do  with  his  question?"  he  asked  himself.  Surely  nothing.  And 
inwardly  protesting  that  the  Americans  were  "  h'all  stupid  alike,"  he 
went  up  into  his  room  ;  threw  open  the  window  and  gazed  forth  into  the 
street.  There  was  a  sharp  East  wind  blowing,  accompanied  with  a 
drizzling  of  rain  and  snow. 

"  The  weather  ia  extremely  h'unpleasant,"  said  he  in  his  Diary.  "  The 
miserable  h'east  winds  'ave  set  in ;  and  so  poisonous  is  the  h'atmosphere 
ere  during  their  prevalence,  that  1  am  told  nobody  who  can't  boast  of  a 
pair  of  lungs  made  of  sole  leather  'as  any  chance  to  survive  them.  I  shall 
be  h'out  of  the  place  as  soon  as  possible.  I  h'observe  that  the  streets  are 
in  a  wretched  predicament — mud  and  sposh  over  ones  ankles.  To-day, 
while  looking  out  of  the  window  of  my  room,  I  saw  a  lady  'oo  appeared 


to  be  making  groat  efforts  to  cross  the  street ;    but,  as  this  was  apparently 
impossible  without  wetting   her  shoes  and  stockings  ankle-deep,  the  gen 
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tlrm.in  finally  'ad  to  take  her  in  his  li';irnis  and  Barry  hor  across.  Itimmo- 
diati'K  h'ooeurred  to  me  that  if  the  naturae  would  but  use  stilts  raofa  an  the 
boys  walk  about  tin-  itreetl  of  London  on,  it  woidd  no  doubt  cave  a  Doc. 
tor's  fee  during  the  fall  rams,  at  the  same  time  that  it  would  form  part  of 
a  very  unique 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

ANALYSIS  OF  AMERICAN  CHARACTER — PUBLICANS  AND  'OSTLERS — HINGLISH  H'ANTI- 
QUARIES — EXAMINATION  OP  THE  RELIC — THE  HINGINS  OB'  AMERICA  CONTEMPO- 
BARIES   OF   THE   ROMANS. 

Mr.  Snooks  proceeded  to  write  down  his  impressions  of  the  day, 
together  with  a  long  and  lucid  analysis  of  American  character — founded 
partly  on  his  adventure  with  the  Hon.  Mr.  Anonymous,  and  partly  on 
his  conversation  with  the  landlord  and  "  dwiver." 

"  I  'ave  h'observed,"  says  the  Diary,  "  that  in  those  countries  which 
'ave  not  yet  attained  to  a  reasonable  degree  of  perfection  in  civilization, 
euch  as  America — Publicans  and  'ostlers  invariably  reflect  the  cha- 
racter of  the  in'abitants.  If  you  find  them  polite  and  h'educated,  you  may 
be  sure  that  the  people  at  large  are  so — and  wice  wersa  :  for  in  these  per- 
sonages, the  faculty  of  (limitation  is  notoriously  prominent,  aud  very 
readily 

"  They  catch  the  manners  living  h'as  they  rise  I" 

or,  in  other  words,  are  polite,  rude  or  intelligent,  as  their  patrons  are. 

Much  more  to  thin  eflect  may  be  found  in  Mr.  Snook's  Diary.  But  as 
we  cannot  promise  to  give  the  whole  of  it,  we  shall  set  a  peg  down  here, 
and  go  on  to  another  page. 

"  And,  while  I  am  on  the  subject,  I  will  mention  a  piece  of  rudeness  I 
was  subjected  to  one  day,  while  standing  on  the  steps  of  my  'otel.  I  had 
'oped  my  character  as  a  Hinglishman  was  too  distinctly  marked  to  be 
mistaken  for  a  Hingiu  chevalier  d' Industrie,  (the  French -for  a  thief,)  but  it 
seems  that  it  was  not.  The  h'indignity  to  which  I  refer  'appeued  thus : 
I  was  h'accosted  by  a  peculiarly  rough  looking  native,  with  a  bushy  beard 
and  hair  so  long  that  I  'ave  serious  doubts  as  to  whether  he  ever  'ad  the 
least  h'idea  of  a  razor  or  a  pair  of  scissors.  His  dress  was  made  up  of  a 
sort  of  pepper  and  salt  colored  material.  He  wore  a  pair  of  rough  'oss 
'ide  boots;  his  back  was  decorated  with  a  heavy  h'overcoat,  and  he  wore  a 
cap  of  dog-skin ;  when  he  first  discovered  me,  he  was  driving  a  team, 
drawn  by  a  couple  of  stout 'osses,  before  the  door  of  the 'otel.  Audi 
h'observed  that  on  seeing  me,  he  jumped  suddenly  from  his  seat,  ran  up 
the  steps  where  I  was  standing  and  grasped  me  by  the  collar  with  his  long 
hairy  'ands. 

"  Heller,  Mister,"  said  he,  "  I've  catched  yc  at  last — h'aint  I  ?  and  a 
purty  looking  chap  yo  are  at  that !" 

"  Vy,"  said  I ;  "  What  do  you  mean  ?  and  who  arc  you,  Sir,  may  I 
h'nrsk  T" 
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"Oh,  that  won't  do.  Muter,  no  how,"  ho  replied,  tightening  hie  grasp, 
and,  by  his  n'exeited  manner  drawing  a  rabble  around  iu.  "  You  cau't  come 
itasve  did  toIirooklinc.no  how.  May  be  ye  hain't  never  need  Silsby 
Sourface  'afore,  nor  hid  boss  nilher?" 

"Never  h'iu  luy  life,"  I  replied,  not  in  the  least  h'irritatod.  "  Indeed, 
I  may  say,  Mr.   Sourface,  I — aw — 'avd  never  h'even  dreamt  of  you!'' 

"  What's  the  row  7"  asked  one  of  the  by-standors,  whom  I  discovered 
to  be  the  Hon.  Mr.  Anonymous,  from  Alabama. 

"  Why,"  said  Mr.  Silsby  Sourface,  "  this  ere  chap  was  over  to  our 
Village  two  or  three  days  ago,  as  I  can  swar  to,  and  arter  no  good  ni'her. 
I've  the  peskiest  mare  in  them  digging — a  raal  snorter!  Trots  to  kill,  and 
can  only  be  beat  by  litening  or  the  Telegraph,  and  darued  leetle 
by  that,  too.  Well,  artcr  he  left,  you  see,"  continued  Mr.  Sourface, 
winking,  and  pausing  between  every  word,  "  I — sorter — missed — the 
mare! 

"  A  laugh  from  the  by-standers  followed  this  absurd  charge,  when  the 
Hou.  Mr  Anonymous  stepped  forward  to  my  relief.  He  remarked  that 
Mr.  Sourface  must  bo  mistaken  as  to  the  person  ;  that  I  was  Triptolemu8 
Snooks,  Esq.,  from  Iliugland  ;  that  he  was  personally  acquainted  with  me, 
I  'aving  helped  him  to  crack  a  dozen  bottles  of  Hock,  on  a  certain  pecu- 
liar h'occasiou  ;  and  if  Mr.  Silaby  Sourface  persevered  in  his  illegal  charge, 
he,  Mr.  Anonymous,  notwithstanding  he  was  a  Honorable  Senator  from 
Alabama,  would  not  take  the  law  of  the  States  on  him,  but  would  off  coat 
and  pitch  into  him." 

"  This  appcarod  to  appease  Mr.  Sourface,  and  I  gladly  escaped  to  my 
room,  where  on  looking  out  of  the  window,  I  saw  my  champion  and  Mr. 
Sourface  laughing  'eartily  over  the  matter." 

Mkm—  I  'ave  since  discoverod  that  the  Hon.  Mr.  Anonymous  wan  at  the  bottom 
of  the  whole  trick." 

A  terrible  black  scratch  across  the  pago  occurs  here,  evincing  Mr. 
Snooks'  supreme  disgust  and  contempt  of  the  imposition. 

He  thus  discourses  of  the  Relic: 

"Finding  it  quite  h'impossible  to  get  any  h'idea  as  10  the  locality  of  the 
Hini'lish  Settlement  from  the  natives,  I  have  determined  to  give  up  the  mat- 
ter for  the  present,  us  I  shall  set  out  for  the  Metropolis  in  a  few  days — 
which  is  New  York,  and  turn  my  attention  to  the  h'examiuation  of  my  relic. 
The  Society  ofHingliafa  Hantiquaries  would  find  a  wide  field  for  their 
studies  in  America  I  'ave  to  lament  the  rapid  deterioration  of  the  Jona" 
than  Holdbacks  of  the  present  day — those  grand  old  pioneers  in  the  realms 
of  the  h'antique  !  tad  consequently  the  almost  complete  recession  of  the 
science  of  llantiquity  back  to  tho  Dark  Hages,  among  the  lumber  of 
which.it  undoubtedly  h'origiuated. 
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"  The  relic  alluded  to  is  composed  of  a  h'earthy  material,  of  a  quality 
similar  to  that  used  by  the  Hinglish  Potters.  "But  let  me  look  closer," 
I  observed  to  myself,  when  I  caught  up  my  microscope  and  h'examineJ 
it  with  great  accuracy  : 


Jlfr.  Snooks. — I  think  I  see  somethink  like  a  hess  and  a  hem  and 

A    HI    AND   A    HAITCH,    WITH     A     T      BETWEEN    THE      HI     AND     THE     HAITCH. 

That  spells  Smith.     I  must     send    this    to  the    Harch;eological 
Society.     Perhaps    it    will  prove    that  the    Smith    family  is  or 

HlNGIN    HORIGIN. 

"  The  relic  is  no  doubt  of  very  h'ancient  date ;  and  I  own  that  I  com- 
menced its  examination   with  a  tremulous   nervousness,   and  dove  into  ita 
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recesses  with  maiden  timidity.  It  is  perfectly  round,  about  twenty-five 
itu-lu"!  ill  circumference,  and  romnbloi  ■  lliii^m  'alf  peck  measure,  with 
tint  ili.iV  niu  -•  that  the  top  is  partly  covered  over,  with  ■  slight  h'orifice 
in  it.  It  is  quite  impossible,  owing  to  the  decayed  state  of  the  subject  of 
my  examinations,  to  trace  its  'iitory  satisfactorily.  There  are  several 
Roman  letters  inscribed  on  it,  which  inclines  me  to  the  belief  that,  at  the 
period  of  its  elaboration,  which  must  'are  been  ages  ago,  the  in'abitants  of 
America  were  contemporary  with  the  Romans,  when  that  country  was  a 
Republic.  The  fact  that  the  Ilingins  here  claim  a  similar  government, 
would  seem  to  corroborate  such  an  'ipothesis.  When  Caesar  carried  his 
h'arin*  into  Britain,  he  'introduced  many  curious  relics  of  Roman  antiquity; 
and  why  may  we  not  trace  the  relic,  so  found  in  this  country,  to  a  similar 
cause, — namely  to  a  Romanic  hincursion  into  America — for  is  it  not  writ- 
ten, that  the  whole  world  was  at  one  time  under  the  subjection  of  the 
Romans  ? 

Mem.  I  'ave  since  h'ascertaiued  that  the  Roman  letters  referred  to,  are  the 
same  kind  with  those  at  present  known  among  the  natives;  and  that  the  relic  ls 
used  among  them  to  spit  in,  and  is  known  by  the  Hingin  name  of  spittoon  ! 
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CHAPTER  X. 


The  Diary  here  assumes  a  literary  complexion  ;  and  though  we  cannot 
find  room  for  Mr.  Snooks'  reflections  in  detail,  we  extract  a  few  para- 
graphs to  give  the  reader  a  general  view  of  the  mind  of  the  talented  author : 

"  Veil — if  I  haven't  seen  a  noospaper !  It  had  long  been  a  question 
with  me  as  to  what  kind  of  a  vehicle  the  natives  used  to  convey  informa- 
tion from  one  part  of  the  country  to  another;  and  I  find,  like  Hingland, 
it  is  done  through  noospapers!  To-day,  I  met  the  h'editor  of  the  Boston 
Post,  (vy  he  calls  it  a  Post  I  don't  know),  and  I  took  the  liberty  to  intro- 
juce  myself.  His  name  is  Green.  He  appears  to  be  an  intelligent  sort 
of  personage  for  a  native  ;  and  gave  me  some  valuable  statistics  with 
regard  to  these  vehicles  of  public  intelligence.  He  is  a  quiet  man  to  look 
at,  and  I  am  told  that  he  writes  his  own  leaders.  Perhaps  he  does.  In 
the  course  of  my  conversation  with  him,  he  assured  me  that  in  almost 
every  city  in  the  Union,  (meaning  the  United  States,  I  suppose),  the 
natives  'ave  a  noospaper.  The  subject  of  the  Press  was  always  a  h'inter- 
esting  one  to  me  ;  and  'aving,  besides,  while  in  London,  been  a  constant 
reader  and  patron  of  the  Times,  I  took  occasion  to  refer  to  it  as  an  ex- 
ample of  noospaper  h'enterprise,  and  to  enlighten  him  on  some  facts 
regarding  the  influence  it  had  in  Hingland,  on  the  masses,  as  well  as  its 
bearing  on  the  policy  of  the  country.  But  he  seemed  desirous  to  evado 
the  subject,  and  I  observed  that  so  long  as  he  confined  his  remarks  to 
America,  he  appeared  to  be  a  well-informed  man  ;  though  he  'ad  the  mis- 
fortune to  be  able  to  say  nothink  in  which  he  did  not  lug  the  Post.  He 
said  his  paper  was  taken  in  by  many  families  in  Boston  ;  but  this  was 
evidently  done  to  leave  the  h'impression  on  my  mind  that  the  in'abitants 
of  that  city  are  a  reading  community.  He  insisted  that  the  noospapers 
of  America  h'always  h'expressed  the  sentiments  of  the  masses;  that  it 
was  tho  duty  of  an  independent  h'editor  to  think  for  the  masses ;  and  as 
the  country  was  divided  into  two  great  parties :  Wigs  and  Demycrats, 
(or  as  he  pronounced  the  latter  Locer  Focers  .')  a  Hingin  name  for  a  Demy- 
crat ;  there  was  no  country  in  the  world  where  the  Press  was  so  influen-- 
tial,  or  was  'eld  in  greater  resjiect  andli'admiration  than  in  America. 

"  But,"  say  I,  "  Mr,  Green,  I  h'admit  that  the  Press  is  a  h'important 
lever  which  may  be  wielded  for  good  and  evil  both.  But  I  can't  agree 
with  you  on  the  point  of  tho  influence  and  respectability  of  the  Press  of 
America,  when  compared  with  the  Ilinglish  Press." 


!  HE  CM  OKNEV   l\  AMERICA. 


"I  am  v.rv  snrn  to  hear  tliat,  If r.  Snooks,"  replied  he,  looking  down 
at  Ins   watch. 

•  Vj,  \  <■•*'"  1  ( •opitiimcil.  "  1  believe  'istory  vill  corroborate  my  state- 
ment ;  but,''  said  I,  observing  that  ho  was  greatly  surprised, — 


Mr.   Snof>Li.—BvT    perhaps    tou   do*  t    know    that    in    Hisor.AND 
wk'vk  the  "TmaV 
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"  You  astonish  me,  Mr.  Snooks,"  said  he.  "  We  in  America  have  our 
Times,  too,  but  they  are  most  plaguey  hard  ones  just  now." 

"  Vy,— aw — bu*  you  don't  understand  me,"  I  replied,  smiling.  "  I 
mean  the  Times  noospaper." 

"  I  merely  give  these  little  h'anecdotes  in  illustration  of  Hingin  character, 
and  to  prove  'ow  blessedly  h'ignorant  the  Americans  are  with  respect  to 
the  great  movements  in  Literature,  Harts  and  Science  taking  place  daily 
in  the  Hold  Country. 

"  To-morrow  I  shall  set  out  for  the  Metropolis.  Inasmuch  as  the  cha- 
racter of  the  natives  is  h'extremely  diversified,  I  shall  not  wonder  to  find 
'ere  a  very  different  people.  I  'ave  several  letters  to  various  influential 
merchants  in  New  York,  on  whom  I  shall  call  when  I  arrive,  and  present 
my  credentials  accordingly.  Besides,  I  am  informed  that  there  are  many 
h'objects  of  interest  about  the  City,  which  I  wish  to  visit.  lam  also  told 
that  the  Washington  Monument  Association  is  to  be  seen  there ;  but,  as 
I  'ave  no  opinion  as  to  what  that  really  is,  I  shall  defer  expressing  my  sen- 
..ments,  as  a  Briton,  until  I  h'examine  it  personally." 

While  we  are  preparing  to  bring  Mr.  Snooks  to  New  York,  we  shill 
introduce  a  letter  which  we  received  from  him  a  few  days  ago,  in  relation 
to  the  Greek  Slave.  It  must  be  recollected  that  though  many  of  the  fol 
lowing  pages  will  be  taken  up  with  Mr.  Snooks'  impressions  and  adventures 
in  the  Metropolis,  yet  he  is  really  in  a  far  distant  part  of  the  country,  aa 
will  be  perceived  from  the  date  of  the  letter  referred  to.  That  poor  unfor- 
tunate  Statue  of  Mr.  Powers' having  got  into  hot  water,  among  the  anti- 
nude  class  of  the  public,  by  reason  of  the  artist  omitting  to  dress  her  pro- 
perly, whereby  the  taste  of  many  good  citizens  has  been  vilely  abused  i 
it  has  been  reserved  for  Mr.  Snooks  to  suggest  a  remedy,  and  the  proper 
costume.  And  we  say  it  to  the  shame  of  the  natives,  that,  having  original- 
ly been  the  work  of  a  Hingin ;  it  has  thus  far  been  impossible  to  exhibit 
the  young  lady  in  public  until  decently  clothed  by  a  Briton. 

Natchez,  (h'undkr  the  'III.) 
Nov.  27th,  1847. 
My  Dear  Sir: 

'Aving  understood  aa  'ow  you  are  about  to  give  to  the  public  of  tho 
Vestern  'emisphere  some  few  extracts  from  my  loocoobrashons,  I  now 
take  my  pen  in  'and  to  let  you  know  'ow  much  I  h'approve  your  under- 
taking. Excuse  h'errors — genius  is  erratic,  and  all  Hinglishmcn  are  gen- 
iuses.  My  h'inborn  modesty  was  a  little  shocked  when  I  first  learned  you 
were  about  to  publicly  notice  so  'umble  an  individooal  as  myoelf ;  but, 
when  I  recollect  the  example  taught  me  by  the  h'innnOrtal  Dickens,  and 
other  great  men,  obleeged  to  submit  to  exausting  'ospitality  of  this,  to  be, 
great  country,  I  'ope  'eartily  that  the  time  may  spo^dily  come,  when  as 
your  countrymen  say,  it  shall  be  "  fenced  h'in !"  I  vowed  when  I  left  Hing- 
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land,  to  heroine  acquainted  with  this  land  ;  I  would  h'oxplore  it  from  one 
h'end  In  the  Other;  hut,  if  the  present  mode  of  h'absnrption  and  h'annex- 
atiou  goea  on,  I  ««■«•  no  prospect  of  Stopping  my  travels  until  I  reach  Capo 
'Urn — Mill  i*  undoubtedly  probable — as  the  Yankees  in  this  region  are 
M  fond  of  \>rns,  that  If  they  once  get  a  li'idea  of  it,  they  will  not  atop 
until  they  'ave  h'almorbed  the  whole  Continent,  together  with  the  Straits 
of  Magellan,  and  Terry  del  Fuego — who  is  no  doubt  a  Hirishman  who 
In  i m  on  the  Cap«,  and  the  'Orn  is  undoubtedly  a  'orn  o'  Tiakey. 

Hut  what  I  wanted  particularly  to  say  just  now,  is  this:  I  'ave  seen 
■OHM  of  the  noospapOn  suggesting  the  impropriety  of  the  staty  of  the 
Creek  Slave — no  doubt  an  Hingin,  executed  by  an  American,  being  h'ex- 
hibited  in  a  state  of  nudity — vich  is  singular,  seeing  that  the  pilgrim  fathers 
who  were  so  virtuous  a  people,  saw  the  living  Creeks  and  h'other  'Otteu- 
totl  U  naked  as  babies  I  But  as  I  h'observe,  you  Americans  carn't  see  any 
beauty  in  a  vulgar  creature  like  this  Creek  Slave — ('andsomc  is  as  'and- 
somo  does!"  says  you;  and  it  arn't  doing  the  'andsomc  thing  to  jm> 
naked  !) — wherefore,  knowing  the  value  youh'attach  to  my  opinion*,  being 
a  foreigner,  I  send  you  a  sketch  of  a  proper  manner  in  vich  the  yoo) 
woman's  statty  shall  be  'ereafter  dressed  up — as  follys: 


You  see  she  will  be  as  veil  waled  as  any  other  slave  in  yonr  country 

Your's, 

T.  SNOOKS. 
To  Franr  Flip,  F.so. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

SNOBS   AND   COCKNEYS— LAMENT     OF   MB.   SNOOKS— THE    ALDERMAN1C   BASIN—  THE 
"  STATY,"    AND  THE   PATKON   SAINT   OF   AMERICA. 

Ws  think  the  first  Snob  must  have  been  a  Cockney.  But  it  is  a  nice 
matter  to  distinguish  where  the  Snob  is  visible  ;  where  the  Cockney 
merges  into  the  Snob,  or  where  the  Snob  into  the  Cockney.  Of 
one  thing,  however,  we  are  assured,  there  is  propinquity  between 
them;  but  which  it  is  that  begets  the  other  is  matter  impossible;  so 
we  leave  it  where  we  began,  namely,  with  our  hypothesis,  that  the 
firct  Snob  must  have  been  a  Cockney.  For  who  is  more  pot-valiant 
than  the  Snob?  who  more  sage  and  onionated — who  more  the  model  by 
which  Fashion  trims  her  plumes,  and  Taste,  that  almost  obsolete  old 
lady,  erects  her  empire,  than  the  Snob  ?  And  does  not  the  genuine 
Cockney    possess    all  these   qualifications? 

Tn  resuming  the  Diary  of  Mr.  Snooks, — or  rather,  in  constraining  our 
readers  to  be  patient  listeners  to  his  reflections,  we  wish  it  to  be  distinctly 
understood,  that  we  have  no  disposition  to  stand  sponsor  to  any  of  his 
axtravagancies — much  less  to  endorse  opinions,  of  which  we  have  yet  to 
ascertain  the  soundness. 

On  reaching  the  city  of  New  York,  which  he  did  in  the  middle  of  the 
•vcek,  Mr.  Snooks  began  to  cast  about  him  for  those  glimpses  of  Metro- 
politan grandeur  which,  he  had  been  informed,  while  sojourning  in  the 
lesser  cities  of  the  East,  would  be  found  here.  He  looked  in  vain  for  the 
smoke  of  London  in  the  clear  atmosphere;  in  vain  were  his  glances  cast 
first  up  one  street  and  then  down  another  for  those  evidences  of  aristo- 
cratic wealth  which  in  London  mark  many  of  its  districts.  There  was, 
indeed,  to  his  despairing  heart,  no  venerable  father  Thames,  to  mirror  on 
Us  bosom,  the  proud  Empire  of  English  wealth  and  civilization,  or  to 
tarry  back  the  mind  of  the  traveller  on  the  shores  of  America,  to  those 
grand  old  epochs  in  which  are  included  the  history  of  Norman  chivalry, 
and  Saxon  grandeur.  The  city  was  merely  brick  and  mortar,  and  that, 
too,  of  the  commonest  kind — Jersey  brown  stone  compared  to  the  more 
than  Parian  marble  of  the  proud  habitations  of  London. 

Mr.   Snooks  Moraliseth: 

"  Oh  !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Snooks  in  a  melancholy  voice,  "  vhen  I  think 
of  'ome — vhen  I  think  of  London — that  Ilinglish  'Yperion  to  this  Amer 
can  Satyr;  I  congratulate  myself  that  the  genius  of  my  h'own  soil  lias 
erected  a  fitting  temple  for  a  Briton's  'eart! — a  sacred  H'ltaly  of  the  'Oly 
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Cross,  in  whoso  sanctuaries  to  embalm  his  nan  I  What  would  a  Ilinglish- 
111:111  be  without  Iliugland! — whut  a  Metropolitan  without  London  ?  My 
Countrymen,  ye  '00  'ave  never  oast  your  met  away  from  the  calm,  dear 
lin-ide  of 'oine,  to  encounter  the  'ardebipa  of  a  Ilingin  city — to  h'exploro 
the  \a.-t  prairies  of  the  New  Vorld,  reincmher  that  the  proudest  'abitations 
of  men,  are  hut  brick  and  mortar — wood  and  lath  i  let  no  vain  feeling 
h'enter  into  your  'earts ;  think  they  are  hut  the  works  of  human  'ands; 
and  thai  the  time  may  not  ho  distant  when,  even  as  the  plough  was  passed 
o\er  h'aucient  Rome,  shall  all  your  proud  works  be  laid  in  lew  furrows 
iiiveii  w'ith  the  ground.  But  yet,  joyous  must  ever  he  the  sight  of 
one's  native  spire  to  the  returning-traveller — refreshing  the  thought,  that 
after  his  pilgrimage  is  h'over,  be  may  there  pillow  his  h'aching  >ead,  as 
ou  the  lap  of  a  kind  mother,  to  waken  only  when  the  h'empires  of  the 
h'earth  shall  again  stand  forth  at  the  call  of  a  loud  voice  from  above  '." 

Such  were  the  reflections  of  Mr.  Snooks,  as  he  was  jostled  on  through 
the  streets,  to  the  Astor  House,  that  great  heart  of  the  city,  into  which 
travellers  from  all  parts  of  the  country  are  emptied.  It  was  not  generally 
known,  as  Mr.  Snooks  entered  his  name  on  the  Books  of  the  Hotel,  icho 
he  was;  he  was  passed  and  repassed  without  attracting  any  attention; 
no  one  had  any  curiosity  about  him  ;  it  was  plain  that  the  inhabitants  of 
New  York  did  not  know  whom  they  were  entertaining.  Boots  bowed 
and  took  a  sixpence  with  the  most  imperturbable  matter-of-business  air; 
Sulkey,  the  Porter,  merely  scraped  his  foot  on  feeling  deposited  in  his  hand 
a  shilling  for  carrying  up  his  luggage  ;  while  Silkey,  having  cut  a  few 
flourishes  with  his  broom  on  the  back  of  Mr.  Snooks,  said,  "shilling,  Sir," 
and  withdrew  instantly.  Indeed,  Mr.  Snooks  felt  hurt  at  the  evident  want 
of  observation  in  the  lodgers  at  the  hotel. 

Feeling  disgusted  and  irritated,  Mr.  Snooks  turned  his  back  on  tho 
uneducated  herd,  and  started  otY  on  a  tour  of  observation.  He  crossed 
over  into  the  Park,  till  he  came  to  the  basin  of  the  Fountain.  It  was  quite 
dry,  and  there  was  but  one  person  near  it  besides  himself.  Mr.  Snooks 
could  not  avoid  feeling  curious  as  to  the  uses  to  which  the  basin  was 
placed  when  it  was  used  ;  so  he  approached  the  man  and  began  interroga- 
ting him  on  the  subject. 

"  Vy  you  don't  say  so,"  exclaimed  Mr-  Snooks  to  the  mac.  "  I  wonder 
if  the  city  Fathers  are  so  dirty  as  to  require  such  a  big  basin  to  keep  mem 
clean?" 

"  I  believe,  Sir,"  replied  the  man,  "  you  will  find  Aldermen  all  over 
the  world,  a  dirty  set." 

"  But  I  don't  see  any  water  !"  said  Mr.  Snooks,  with  surprise. 

"  Oh,  no — nor  you  won't,  either,  till  it's  scouring  time,  and  then  it  runs 
fast  enough— first  warm  soap-lather  and  then  clear  Crolon.' 
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"Vy  this  is  truly  an  American  h'iuvention,"  remarked  Mr.  Snooks 
abstractedly,  approaching  the  basin  and  punching  the  bottom  of  it  with 
his  cane. 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  gravely  replied  his  informant.  "  This  is  a  great  country 
for  steam  and  telegraphs;  and  this  last  invention  appears  to  be  a  very  sani- 
tary one — and  just  what  has  been  wanted   this  long  while." 

Mr.  Snooks  gave  the  dry  bottom  one  more  punch  with  his  cane,  drew 
his  glasses  out  of  his  bosom,  glanced  up  to  the  City  Hall,  and  passed 
on  towards  Park  Row. 

"  Veil,"  said  he,  "  these  Americans  are  a  strange  people.  They  seem 
to  combine  great  simplicity  of  character  with  a  high  state  of  invention, 
truly  !  But,  I  'ave  no  doubt  from  the  uses  to  which  yon  mammoth  basin 
is  put,  that  there  must  be  great  corruption  among  the  Hingin  h'officials. 
If  they  would  but  get  up  a  dirty-street  party,  to  act  in  conjunction  with 
the  Aldermanic  wash  basin,  New  York  might  soon  become  tolerable  to 
strangers." 

Mr.  Snooks  had  arrived  at  the  Park  Theatre,  and  stood  gazing  at  the 
wooden  Shakspeare,  occupying  the  niche  over  the  door.  There  was  a 
gentleman  standing  on  the  steps  of  that  faded  Temple  of  the  muses  ;  and 
Mr.  Snooks  observed  from  a  certain  outward  appearance,  that,  in  the 
stranger,  he  beheld  one  of  his  own  Countrymen." 

"Quite  a  Hinglish  day,"  said  Mr.  Snooks,  as  he  gazed  at  the  man  on 
the  steps  through  the  thick  mist. 

"Humph!"  was  the  reply   of  the  Solitary. 

"  H'arsk  pardon,"  hastily  added  Mr.  Snooks,  "but  I  h'intended  to 
h'arsk  what  'ouse  this  is,  and  what  Staty  is  that?" 

"  The  House,  Old  Drury — the  Statue,  Shakspeare!"  replied  the  Solitary. 
"  Vy,  I  wonder  if  the  Hingins  'ave  a  Shakspeare,''  replied  Mr.  Snooks, 
looking  up.     But  the  Solitary  had  vanished  like  a  spider  in  his  hole,  while 
the  answer  was  supplied  by  a  new  comer  with  a  peculiar  brogue. 

"  Indade,  an' you  may  well  say  they  have,  and  devil  a  bether  in  the 
whoole  world.  He's  the  Pathron  Saint  of  Ameriky,  darlint ;  and  there  is  no 
bether  in  the  Kalendar,  baring  blessed  Saint  Pathrick.  And  I  don't  know 
but  he's  clane  ahead  of  the  Dhriver  out  of  Snakes,  too,  seeing  that  Saint 
Pathrick's  Day  comes  but  wonst  a  year  in  Ameriky,  while  Shakspeare* 
Day  comes  with  every  Stamer  across  the  wather.  Och!  I  can't  be 
mishtaken  in  yes,"  concluded  the  Green  Islander,  offering  Mr.  Snooku 
hifi  hand. 
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Mr.  Snooks. — Vt,  really  1  havk  not  the  honor  op  tour  ac- 
quaintance. 

"  Oh  !  nivcr  mind,"  replied  Teg  ;  "  one  man  lere  is  as  good  as  another 
and  bether  too.  But  is  it  decaving  me  ye  are?  Shure  you're  not  tho 
■r.nie  man  that  you  was ;  but  divil  a  bit  would  I  have  dhrecipt  to  find 
jer  honor  to  be  somebody  else." 

Mr.  Snooks,  knowing  that  expostulating  with  an  Irishman,  once  prejtidi 
eadon  a  subject  was  perfectly  vain,  hereupon  withdrew,  witli  a  feeling 
of  poignant  chagrin,  and  after  giving  a  hasty  glance  at  the  "  Staty"  made 
•lis  way  to  the  Astor,  where  an  accident  befel  him,  the  nature  of  which 
we  shall  give  in  his  own  words. 
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CHAPTER    XII. 

MB.   SNOOKS  TAKES  A  BIRD'S   EYE     VIEW     OV    BROADWAY  ;   HE   ENDEAVORS  TO  AS- 
SIMILATE  HIMSELF   TO     THE  NATIVES— THE   ACCIDENT. 

"I  passed,''  says  the  Diary,  "through  a  day  very  well  at  the  H'astor 
'Ouse  ! — which  is  a  perfect  Behemoth  of  a  'otei.  Every  thing  is  done, 
seemingly,  on  a  large  scale  ;  but  in  truth,  to  those  'oo  look  beneath  the 
surface  of  things,  a  system  of  crampness  and  h'incompleteness  is  obser- 
vable. The  Hingins  of  America  are  the  most  h'artificial  people  on  earth. 
Viewed  from  a  distance,  that  is,  through  the  crowded  vistas  of  Broadway, 
on  any  fashionable  h'afternoon,  one  would  think  that  all  those  well-dress- 
ed loiterers  were  real  ladies  and  gentlemen,  that  a  file  of  the  descend- 
ants of  the  most  h'ancient  families  in  Hurope,  were  passing  you.  Indeed, 
if  the  marks  of  Aristocracy  were  to  be  considered,  they  are  all  that 
they  h'appear  to  be  ;  but,  when  I  tell  my  countrymen  that  all  that  gay  as- 
semblage of  beauty — all  that  splendid  train  ofpromenaders,  are  mostly  busi- 
ness men,  merchants  and  their  wives,  wealthy  grocers  and  their  wives,  with 
'ere  and  there  a  dash  of  good  looking,  fashionably  dressed  clerks,  I  'ave 
told  the  whole  truth,  and  'ave  pictured  America  and  the  Americans  just 
as  they  are.  "  It  is  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view,"  says  the  Poet; 
and  in  no  country  I  'ave  yet  visited  is  the  truth  of  this  h'  aphorism  better 
verified  than  in  America.  It  is  all  h'instability  made  valuable  by  a 
covering  of  tinsel. 

"In  studying  the  character  of  the  natives  one  must  look  into  their 'abitB 
as  well  as  their  manners.  You  must  h'observe  what  they  do,  and  'ow  they 
do  it.  But  there  are  some  feats  daily  practised  by  them,  which,  from 
an  accident  that  occurred  to  me,  no  Hinglishman  must  attempt  with  im- 
punity. "  When  you  h'are  in  Turkey,  vy  you  must  do  as  the  Turkeys  do." 
Indeed,  there  can  be  nothing  more  gratifying  to  an  American,  than  to 
find  a  foreigner  copying  'im.  The  h'immortal  Dickens  'as  well  illustrated 
the  spitting  propensity  of  the  natives;  but  that  popular  writer  seemed> 
while  in  America,  to  see  things  only  by  'alves. 

"  I  had  a  letter  of  h'introduction  to  a  Hingin  Merchant,  in  New  York  ; 
and,  on  the  second  day  of  my  h'arrival  intended  to  present  it.  I  was  sitting 
in  one  of  the  parlors,  (of  which  there  are  a  goodly  number  in  the 
H'astor,)  debating  the  matter  in  my  mind,  whether  to  present  my  letter 
that  day  or  to  defer  it  till  the  next,  as  I  did  not  wish  to  appear  'urried  in 
the  matter,  for,  as  I  was  afterwards  well  assured,  the  native  to  whom  it  was 
addressed,  knew  precisely  the  day  and  hour  of  my  arrival. 
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"  Accordingly.  1  made  up  OBJ  mind  to  defer  it  two  or  three  days,  which 
enabled  DM  to  get  a  tolerably  good  view  of  the  character  of  the  natives, 
ami  to  present  to  my  Hingis,  friend  many  h'examples  of  my  penetration. 
This  I  knew  would  BattOf  'im.  I  was  h'allways  a  sharp  h'observer, — a 
'abit  I  got  into  while  at  EToxford,   where   the  pupils   made  it  a  system  to 

kt-i>|>  up  a  perfect  surveillance  of  the  h'approachea  oftlie  preceptor;  and 
I  do  not  think  the  practice  I  gave  my  mind  in  this  particular,  while  a 
pupil,  'as  ever  been   to  my  disadvantage. 

••  Bnt  the  h'accident  to  which  I  have  briefly  h'alluded  'appened  in  the 
following  manner  :  As  I  remarked  I  was  sitting  in  a  parlor  of  the  'otel, 
when  If  in  comes  a  native.  He  was  a  tall,  awkward  looking  Ilingin,  with 
a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  the  strong  ordor  of  which  he  appeared  quite 
If  anxious  to  distribute  as  If  equally  as  possible  among  those  in  the  room. 
It  struck  me  while  watching  him,  that  an  American's  boasted  liberties  con- 
sisted in  his  right  to  distribute  his  offences  wherever  he  likes.  Natives 
or  strangers,  it  makes  no  difference  which.  After  bowing  to  one  or  two 
loungers  in  the  room,  'owever,  the  Ilingin  alluded  to,  provided  himself 
with  a  chair,  threw  himself  h'into  it,  and  with  the  h'utmost  coolness, 
cocked  his  'eels  up  into  the  If  air,  If  over  his  'ead,  and  rested  them  on  the 
window  frame,  all  the  time  balancing  himself  on  the  two 'ind  legs.  I  ac- 
tually shuddered,  and  felt  alarmed  for  his  safety,  on  observing  this  feat,  and 
without  pausing  to  thiuk  what  must  be  the  effect  produced  on  those  in 
the  street,  on  seeing  a  man's  'eels  stuck  out  of  the  window,  I  observed 
that  he  threw  away  his  cigar,  lighted  another,  and  commenced  puffing  and 
spitting  away,  as  if  his  life  depended  on  the  quantity  of  smoke  he  should 
eject  from  his  lips.  In  this  he  was  h'imitated  by  two-thirds  of  those  in  the 
room,  and  I  noticed  that  they  all  did  the  same  thing — balanced  themselves 
on  the  chair,    with  their  legs  thrown  upwards,  with  perfect  h'ease. 

"  After  a  few  moments  one  and  then  If  another  left,  for  it  is  a  character- 
istic of  the  natives  never  to  stop  long  in  one  place  ;  and  when  the  room 
got  perfectly  If  empty,  it  struck  me  that  I  would  try  the  feat  of  the  balance 
chair:  in  other  words  that  I  would  endeavor  to  assimilate  myself  to  the 
natires !  For  this  purpose  I  rang  a  bell,  ordered  the  waiter  to  bring  me. 
in  &  cigar,  which  I  lighted  and  then  commenced  poising  myself  in  the 
chair,  a  la  Amcricaine  !  with  my  feet  up  on  a  line  with  my  'ead.  The  posi- 
tion was  an  easy  one  so  far,  but  very  ridiculous.  I  soon  found,  too,  that 
it  was  h'evidently  one  to  be  got  into  by  nobody  but  a  native;  for,  in  the 
next  minute,  I  felt  the  chair  moving  backward — my  centre  of  gravity  be- 
coming every  moment  more  precarious,  and  at  last  I  fell  backward  painfully 
on  the  floor,  a  catastrophe  assisted  very  much  by  the  sickening  influence 
of  the  cigar.  From  this  ridiculous  position  I  was  at  length  rescued  by  the 
sudden  entrance  of  'alf  a  dozen  natives,  who  raised  me  on  my  legs  again 
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I  was  sorely  bruised  and  contused  by  my  folly,  and  1  soon  became  satisfied 
that  I  could  never  be  anative  if  balancing  one's  self  on  a  chair,  was  con- 
sidered a  cardinal  requirement. 


"  By  the  assistance  of  two  or  three  waiters — indeed  the  H'astor  is  full 
of  waiters — I  was  enabled  to  reach  my  room,  whither  I  was  speedily  at- 
tended by  a  Hingin  physician.  My  bruises,  which  were  not  very  serious, 
were  soon  attended  to,  and  I  h'observed,  by  the  sinister  movements  of  the 
physician  that  he  meditated  a  mode  of  treatment  to  which  I  'ad  no  h'idea 
of  submitting  at  all.  But  necessity  is  h'all  powerful:  first,  he  called 
for  a  napkin,  which  he  proceeded  to  bind  tightly  round  my  h'arm  ;  then  he 
told  me  to  gripe  a  stick  in  my  left  'and,  and  to  stretch  it  out.  By  this  time 
I  was  satisfied  of  his  h'intentions,  so  I  said, 

"  Doctor,  yon  arn't  going  to  blood  me  ?" 
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U 


B  irtui, "   s;ii'l  he.     "  I>aiJ  case — not  accustomed    to   the    h'atinospherc. 

In  two  lionr-i  r«Tet— and— thm /** 

••  Itui  in  he  plunged  the  lancet — out  spirted  the  blood,  at  which  I 
fainted;  and,  when  I  awoke  the  next  morning  felt  an  indescribablo  sensa- 
tion of"  weakness,  firom   which  I  took  two  days  to  recover. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


MK.  SNOOKS  PROGRESSES  FROM  THE  "  OUTER  TO  THE  INNER  ;"  MRS.  SILLEY's  SOIREE', 
HER  COMPLIMENTS  TO  MR.  SNOOKS.— HIS  ACCEPTANCE  OF  THEM  j  RED  CHEEKS  AND 
MOTJSTACHIOS  ;   THEM  JONE8ES   OUTDONE  ;   AMERICAN  LANGUAGE. 

Thus  far,  it  will  be  seen,  the  observations  of  Mr.  Snooks  had  been  con- 
fined to  mere  street  views  of  the  "  'abits  and  manners  of  the  natives." 
It  was  impossible  for  him  to  arrive  at  any  very  definite  idea  of  the  inner 
secrecies  of  Society.  Fashion,  as  yet,  had  not  lured  him  to  her  sanctua- 
ries, or  afforded  him  an  opportunity  of  mingling  in  the  gay  corteries  of 
the  Metropolis.  But  it  was  not  to  be  expected  that  a  personage  who  had 
been  the  companion  of  Lords  and  Princes,  the  bosom  friend  of  noble 
Dukes,  and  the  favorite  of  learned  Gravity  in  Europe,  would  long  be  suf- 
fered to  remain  a  stranger  to  the  lion-seekers  of  America,  of  which  the 
most  sedulous  are  not  at  all  times  the  most -meritorious.  Indeed,  had  Mr. 
Snooks  purposely  chosen  it,  he  could  not  have  fallen  into  better  hands, 
among  whose  fashionable  frailties  to  institute  his  "comparisons,"  than 
those  of  Mrs.  Silley,  a  lady  whom  common  report  had  distinguished  as 
the  very  glass  of  fashion. 

Mrs.  Silley  resided  in  St.  Mark's  Place,  and  Mr.  Silley  in  an  under 
cellar  in  Wall  Street;  that  is :  Mr.  Silley  was  a  quite  money-making 
man  in  the  aforesaid  cellar,  while  Mrs.  Silley  gave  splendid  parties  and 
soirees  on  the  revenue  thereof;  and,  so  frequently  were  these  costly  gather- 
ings at  St.  Mark's,  that  it  was  facetiously  observed  by  the  Joneses,  who 
held  the  Silleys  in  great  abhorrence, — being  a  sort  of  fashionable  Rivals — 
the  Montagues  and  Capulets  of  the  "upper  ten  thousand!"  that  if  Mr. 
Silley  did  not  look  out  the  fancies  in  St.  Mark's  would  do  that  for  him, 
which  the  fancies  in  Wall  Street,  notwithstanding  the  bulls  and  the  beara 
thereof,  had  as  yet  failed  to  do" — namely,  trip  up  Mr.  Silley. 

Mr.  Snooks  had  hardly  recovered  from  the  accident  which  occurred  to 
him  at  the  Astor,  when  he  received  a  nicely  perfumed,  gilt  paper  billet,  in- 
forming him,  first,  of  "  Mrs.  Sillcy's  compliments  to  His  Lordship,  Mr. 
Triptolcmus  Snooks;"  and  secondly,  that  Mrs.  Silley  would  be  happy  to 
have  the  honor,"  &c,  &c.  "  'Ere  is  the  h'entering  wedge  to  fashionable 
society  in  New  York,"  said  Mr.  Snooks,  as  he  re-folded  the  letter  and  laid 
it  away  in  his  valise,  with  a  "  gratified  h'air."  "I  wonder  though,  'oo  tliis 
Mrs.  Silley  is?" 

Postponing  his  visit  to  his  "  Ilingin  friend,"  till  the  next  day,  Mr. 
Snooks   proceeded  to   prepare  himself  for  the  Soiree.     The  toilet  of  a 
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gentleman  is  s.ion  made  :  and,  accordingly,  al)ont  half  past  nine  o'clock  of 

ill.-  sain.'  evening  hesatonl  for  St.  .Mark--  Pkee.  The  guests  were  nearly 
all  MMmbled  before  he  arrived  ;  and  many  times,  during  the  evening,  were 

anxious  eves  cast  t.mards  the  door  for  the  entrance  of  the  guest  of  the 
•T«1lia|  ;  for  Mrs.  Silley,  in  her  aceoatomed  way,  had  not  failed  to  spread 
n  report  that    her  Miree    was  to  he  honored     by    the  attendance    of    an 

Enghah  nohleiiian— for,  indeed,  to  no  less  a  personage  had  Mr.  Snooks 
grown  under  the  careful  nurture  of  the  zealous  and  distingute  Mrs. 
Silley. 

•I  wonder  what  he  looks  like!"  observed  a  bright  eyed,  red-cheeked 
little  Miss  of  seventeen,  to  her  partner  across  the  table — a  very  till  gen- 
tleman with  very  huge  red  whiskers  and  motistachios  to  match. 

"  Of  course  you  refer  to  His  Lordship?" 

"  Of  course  to  Mm,"  replied  Brighteyes  and  Redcheeks. 

"Oh,  then,  I  don't  know.  But  I  understand  he's  an  immense  fellow  !" 
at  which  Brighteyes  and  Redcheeks  titters,  while  Whiskers  and  Motista- 
chios shuffles  the  cards. 

Frequently,  daring  the  evening  are  the  guests  at  St.  Mark's  whisked 
by  satin  and  foot-deep  lace,  (poor  Silley !)  and  on  turning — for,  in  a 
fashionable  assemblage,  no  movement  islost — they  find  that  it  is  Mrs.  Silley, 
who  is  the  very  embody  ment  of  expectation.  The  clock  on  the  mantel  has 
struck  ten  !  and  no  Lordship.  Could  His  Lordship  intend  to  slight  her 
invitation?  or  could  he  have  missed  the  billet?  No,  for  James  the  foot- 
man had  reported  to  Mrs.  Silley,  that  he  had  given  it  into  His  Lordship's 
hands.  Another  frisk  of  the  satin  and  the  foot-deep  lace;  (poor  Silley 
again  ')  when  the  door  ia  Bong  open,  and  .Mrs.  Silley,  in  her  blandest,  coldest 
manner,  announces  His  Lordship,  Mr.  Triptolemus  Snooks.  At  which 
Brighteyea  and  Redcheeks  titters,  and  Moustachios  and  Whiskers  looks 
immensely. 

The  bright  light  and  the  bright  eyes  dazzled  Mr.  Snooks  for  the  first 
few  moments  after  his  entrance.  But  he  soon  rallied,  and,  after  acknow- 
ledging the  honor  which  Mrs.  Silley  had  conferred  on  him,  he  suffered 
himself  to  be  led  by  the  complaisant  hostess  to  a  seat. 

Mrs.  Silley  looked  as  though  she  would  say,  "  Well !  the  Joneses  can't 
beat  this  if  they  tried  to.  I've  a  smart  notion  Sir  Simple,  the  English 
Baronet,  ami  Count  Sparedust,  the  French  millionaire,  will  soon  find  out 
whom  they  're  playing  the  lion  to — them  deceitful  Joneses  !  How  like  a 
real  Lord  he  looks  !  Snooks  !  I  wonder,  though,  why  his  ancestors  could 
endure  such  a  name  !  But  I  suppose  it's  one  of  the  customs  of  the  Nobili- 
ty to  keep  to  their  odd  nanus  to  distinguish  them  from  the  vulgar.  In 
America  there's  nothing  odd  !"  And  then,  as  if  recollecting  herself,  she 
added  "  nothing  but  them  Joneses.     Well,  I  would  really  like  to  put  Lord 
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Snooks  against  Sir  Simple  and  Count  Sparedust — only  for  the  fun  of  the 
thing  !"  And  Mrs.  Silley's  eyes  flashed,  and  Mrs.  Silley's  heart  beat  at  the 
impudence  of  "  them  Joneses !'' 

Meanwhile,  where  was  Lord  Snooks  ?  We  answer,  in  lavender. — 
Those  bright  eyes — and  those  thoughtful  lips — and  that  witching  cheek ! 
and  those  softly  murmured  syllables !  It  was  too  much  for  Mr.  Snooks; 
and  he  exclaimed : — 


Mr.  Snooks. — You  most  hallow  me  to  compliment  you  on  speaking 

HlNGLISH    REMARKABLY    WELL    FOR    A    NATIVE.         Won't    YOU    OBLIGE    ME 
WITH    A    LITTLE    AMERICAN  ? 

"  Indeed,  my  Lord,"  replied  the  Lady  :  "  You  are  so  complimentary. 
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There  is  no  resisting  a  Lord.  But  would  you  really  like  to  hear  me 
sneak  American  '" 

•Hon  my  soul  I  would!"  cried  Mr.  Snooks.  "The  language  of 
H'ameri.-a.  h'nttered  Irom  those  lips,  must  be  a  h'enchanting  one." 

••  Perhaps  not  so  inueh  so  as  your  Lordship  is  pleased  to  suppose,"  re- 
plied the  lailv  with  a  melancholy  tone  of  voice,  and  resting  her  fair  cheek 
on  her  hand.  ••  The  language  of  America,  that  spoken  by  our  forefathers, 
is  nearly  extinct.  But  few  traces  of  our  native  primitive  tongue  remain. 
This,  I  suppose  to  be  accounted  for  on  the  score  of  the  inroads  that  are 
being  made  on  it  by  the  refined  language  of  the  English.  Indeed,  Ameri- 
ca, will  stand  alone  in  the  absolute  decay  of  all  her  original  parts  of 
speech;  but  excepting  that  she  is  the  natural  inheritor  of  the  Saxon  Ian 
guage,  it  is  impossible  to  say  what  part  of  the  platform  she  will  occupy 
when  all  the  tongues  of  the  earth  are  assembled.  Unhappy  are  we  who 
have  no  language  of  our  own  !" 

"  But,"  said  Mr.  Snooks,  enchanted  with  her  reply,  "  where  are  the 
races  of  the  Monnikins,  and  the  'Ottentots,  and  the  Wampenoags  ?" 

"  Faided  away  liko  the  sun  in  the  West,  when  he  sinks  to  rest  beneath 
the  waters,"  answered  the  maid,  with  a  sigh. 

'•  H'enchanting  being!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Snooks,   "you  don't  say  bo." 

"  Yes.  your  Lordship,  we  have  buried  the  hatchet  over  Cobbs  and  Saun- 
ders :  we  have  smoked  the  calumet  over  the  grave  of  Webster ;  we  shall 
soon  vanish  away,  and  nothing  will  be  left  us  but  our  steamboats  and 
telegraphs." 

"What  a  wonderful  people!"  ejaculated  Mr.  Snook*;  and,  mentally 
repeating  the  lines: 

"  Lo,  the  poor  Indian  !  whose  untutored  mind, 
Sees  God  in   clouds,  or  heart*  him  in  the  wind  ;" 

he  crossed  over  into  another  part  of  the  room,  shied  at  Whiskers  and 
Moustachios,  gazed  at  Redcheeks  and  Brighteyes  through  his  glass,  and — 
found  himself  at  last  a  victim  to  Mrs.  Silley  for  the  balance  of  the  evening 
who  was  never  prouder  than  when  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  Lord! 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


MB.   SNOOKS'     OPINION     OF     SOCIETY     IN  AMERICA — A  HINGIN    LADY    CAN   DO   NOTHING 
BUT   LOOK  I — BIPLEY   SMALL,   ESQ. — AND  THE  LETTEB,   OF  INTBODUCTION. 

If  we  should  judge  from  a  passage  we  find  on  a  stray  leaf  of  Mr.  Snooks' 
Diary,  he  was  both  pleased  and  disappointed  with  his  introduction  to  Mrs. 
Silley's  soir6e.  But,  before  transcribing  it,  we  will  remark,  not  as  wishing 
to  defend  the  Society  of  the  city,  that  however  Mrs.  Silley  might  move 
in  the  most  distinguished  circles,  or  bear  off  the  palm  in  the  desperate 
struggle  to  give  the  most  costly  evening  parties,  the  most  brilliant  and 
fashionable  soirees,  she  was  by  no  means  to  be  considered  an  example  of 
Metropolitan  Fashion,  much  less  the  model  for  the  imitation  of  the  wealthy 
families  in  St.  Mark's  Place.  She  was,  as  it  *ere,  only  as  azone  which  girt 
Fashion  about.  But  Mrs.  Silley  held  her  own,  and  built  her  empire  in  spite 
of  them.  She  exercised  an  influence  but  little  less  absolute  than  they  them- 
selves ;  while  many  of  her  triumphs  were  the  result  of  jealousy,  and  were 
concocted  and  perfected  only  to  let  them  feel  her  power.  In  the  struggle 
for  supremacy,  if  Mrs.  Silley  was  not  the  victor,  she  had  never  yet  been 
vanquished  ;  and,  consequently  her  "  hundred  eyes''  were  always  on  the 
alert  for  Baron  Humbug,  arrived  in  the  last  Steamer;  Count  Brass,  and 
Sir  Winbag  Gas,  and  such  other  personages  of  distinction  as  the  system 
put  into  practice  by  the  genius  of  Mrs.  Silley,  and  maintained  by  the 
wealth  of  Mr.  Silley,  enabled  her  to  draw  exclusively  into  the  affluent 
coterie  at  St.  Mark's.  All  of  which  proved  that  it  is  the  characteristic  of 
American  Ladies  S  Fashion  to  distinguish  themselves  in  one  way  or 
another. 

"  But,"  6aid  Mr.  Snooks,  "  Vithout  the  h'importance  h'either  of  wealth, 
or  blood,  I  find  in  America,  that  they  have  built  up  a  system  of  fashiona- 
ble etiquette,  the  barriers  of  which  are  as  h'icy  and  formidable  as  those 
which  shut  out  the  h'aristrocracy  of  Hingland  from  the  lower  classes.  The 
Mrs.  Silleys  of  Hingland  are  not  so  be-tinseled  as  the  Mrs.  Silleys  of 
America.  Here  they  drink  fine  wines  and  talk  coarsely.  This  may 
arise  from  the  deficiency  of  the  language  of  the  Ilingins,  and  its  want  of 
Bcope  and  refinement.  But  what  can  be  expected  from  a  state  of  society 
so  h'extremely  h'artificial  as  that  which  constrains  its  devotees  to  ape  that 
of  more  refined  countries  and  keep  up  at  the  same  time  a  system  of 
etiquette  peculiarly  their  own — a  system  at  once  so  threadbare  and 
narrow,  that  he  is  blind  who  does  not  readily  see  through  it,  and  pene- 
trate it  with  straws  accordingly.  I  left  Mrs.  Silley's  with  mingled  feelings  : 
I  saw  that  my  presence  was  necessary  to  her  'appiness;  but  of  the  bright- 
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eyed,  fair-haired  Hingins.  what  shall  I  say?  They  cannot  converse— they 
cannot  even  sinir  ;  their  chief  accomplishment  is  to  look  !  and  this  they 
do  with  the  finest  h'eves   I  have  ever  seen." 

A  plumb,  this,  for  our  fair  countrywomen!  Continues  Mr.  Snooks: 
"  The  late  hour  I  returned  from  Mrs.  Silley's  made  me  a  sluggard  the 
next  morning.  The  sun  was  far  in  the  sky  before  I  rose  and  made  my? 
toilet.  I  then  recollected  that  I  had  not  presented  my  letter  of  introduc. 
tion  to  the  Ilingin  Merchant.  The  next  thing  to  be  done  was  to  find  out 
his  residence.  For  this  purpose  I  rang  the  bell  and  ordered  the  waiter  to 
brin-.'  mo  up  a  Directory,  with  which  I  was  readily  furnished.  I  turned  to 
the  It's,  but  could  find  no  name  which  answered  to  the  superscription  on 
my  letter:  which  was  •  Ripley  Small,  Esq.,  Merchant,  Broad  Street,  New 
York.'  It  then  struck  me  that  I  would  look  among  the'  Smalls,'  or  names 
beginning  with  S's — there  I  felt  sure  of  finding  him.  I  did  so,  and  to  my 
delight  I  found  'alf  way  down  a  column  of  Smiths.  Smarts,  Smileys,  and 
Smalls,  the  object  of  my  search,  thus :  Small,  Ripley,  Merchant,  Broad 
street.  , 

'•  Thus  armed  with  :he  direction  to  my  Ilingin  friend,  I  sat  out.  The  day 
was  cold  and  blustery;  a  deep  fall  of  snow  covered  the  ground  ;  and  the 
h'atmosphere  looked  dark  and  threatening.  I  was  much  amused  with  the 
brilliant  snow  equipages  of  the  natives  that  every  moment  dashed  by  me. 
Broadway  was  turned  into  a  trotting  course;  gentlemen  jockeys  whizzed 
liv  in  regular  rotation  ;  and  h«re  and  there  the  glancing  of  a  white  feather 
tossed  in  the  h'air  by  the  motion  of  the  'oss,  and  the  jingling  of  sleigh 
bells,  rendered  the  scene  not  uninteresting  to  a  stranger. 

•■  As  I  wished  to  improve  my  time  by  h'observing  the  natives,  I  did  not 
ride  ;  though  to  'ave  engaged  a  "  three  mi  nit"  'oss  would  'ave  been  more 
native  like  ;  as  that  is  the  space  of  time  it  takes  an  American  to  accom- 
plish the  gravest  task.  In  an  hour  I  found  myself  in  the  counting-room 
of  my  Friend,  Ripley  Small,  Esq. 

We  shall  only  pause  here  to  remark  briefly,  that  in  England  a  letter 
of  introduction  has  been  established  by  etiquette,  as  entitling  the  bearer 
to  an  invitation  to  dinner,  a  custom  which  has  not,  we  believe,  yet  pene- 
trated through  all  America.  Mr.  Snooks  had  seen  the  natives  ride,  walk, 
dance,  and  drink  Negus;  he  had  heard  them  converse,  but  he  had  no 
ides  of  a  Ilingin  dinner  party.  Anxious  then  to  penetrate  this  greatest  of 
social  mysteries,  he  felt  as  if  his  curiosity  was  half  gratified  as  ho  placed 
the    letter  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Ripley  Small. 

••  Mr.  Ripley  Small,  I  presume  !''  said  I,  uncovering  my  'ead. 
"  My  oame,  Sir,  u  Mr.  Ripley  Small.     What  will  you  please  to  'ave?" 
said  he,  with  a  business  hair. 

•'  I  laughed  and  replied,  that  I  was  a  stranger  in  the  country — a  Briton; 
Mr.  Triptolemns  Snooks.'' 
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"  Glad  to  see  you,  Sir,"  said  Ripley  Small,  leaning  back  on  his  chair: 
"  H'any  h'orders:  we  'ave  just  been  receiving  a  prime  lot  of  Pork — Cin- 
cinnati corn  fed  :  the  best  in  the  market ;  and  for  Mess  Beef,  I  believe  I've 
the  primcst  lot  in  the  country — sweet  as  a  nut  and  in  capital  pickle." 

"  Thinking  I  had  got  into  a  '  pickle,'  with  my  Hingin  friend ;  whose 


occupation — a  dealer  in  salt  pigs, — was  by  no  means  misapplied,  Ripley 
Small,   Esq.,  being   notoriously  a  bore, — I   replied  that  I  did  not  doubt 
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either  the  qualities  of  his  Mess  Beef  or  his  Cincinnati  corn  fed ;  they 
might  both  be  in  capital  pickle  for  what  I  knew  to  the  contrary;  that  I 
was  Mr.  T.  Snooks,  just  h'arrived  from  Ilingland,  and  I  'ad  the  pleasure 
of  being  the  bearer  of  a  letter  of  h'introduction  to  him,  Mr.  Ripley  Small, 
Merchant,  New  York." 

"  At  which  thunderclap,  which  I  may  say  knocked  down  an  imaginary 
sale,  he  took  the  letter,  broko  the  seal,  and  after  reading  it  carefully 
two  or  three  times  over,  said  : — 

Mr.  Riplnj  Small . — Happy  to  make  your  acquaintance,  Sir;  shall 

BE    GLAD    TO    SEE    VOU    HERE    WHENEVER    YOU    ARE    PASSING    THIS    WAY. 

"  I  never  in  my  life  felt  so  confused  before.  Indeed,  I  felt  'urt  at  the 
coolness  with  which  I  'ad  been  received ;  but  I  mollified  my  feelings  by 
considering  the  Irignorance  of  the  natives,  and  referred  the  want  of  man- 
ners in  Ripley  Small,  Esq.,  to  the  universal  absence  of  refinement  and 
etiquetto  in  the  country.  Backing  h'out  with  the  best  grace  I  could,  I 
bade  him  adieu,  remarking  that  he  would  find  me  at  the  H'astor,  if  he 
should  at  any  time  wish  to  communicate  with  me." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

MB.   SNOOKS      BECOMES     EXCITED — HIS     LETTER — INTRODUCED     TO     THE     MAYOR — THE 
POST   OFFICE— SOVEREIGNS     WCN'T   GO    DOWN— REFLECTIONS. 

As  Mr.  James  would  say  :  It  was  a  beautiful  day.  The  gorgeous  sun- 
light, intercepted  here  and  there  by  small  patches  of  grey  cloud,  floating 
on  the  wings  of  the  azure  air,  fell  glitteringly  upon  the  earth,  tipping  tur- 
ret and  fane  and  distant  church  spire  with  a  bright  golden  hue.  It  fell,  too, 
— the  joyous,  happy  sun-light  did, — on  wide  fields  of  scintillating  snow, 
which  covered  the  earth  for  many  a  broad  mile,  whitened  house-tops,  and 
lawns,  and  carriage  ways,  with  a  deep  mantle  of  spotless  purity,  and  was 
borne  sweeping  over  the  earth,  by  fitful  gusts  of  wind,  like  clouds  of  fresh 
blown  orange-blossoms  on  the  wings  of  the  biting  tempest! 

Mr.  Snooks  buttoned  himself  up  to  the  chin,  in  order  to  shield  him 
from  the  piercing  wind  ;  and  mentally  pondering  on  his  cavalier  reception 
by  Ripley  Small,  Esq., — a  reception,  he  must  say,  which  was  both  insult- 
ing and  degrading,  he  bent  his  steps  upward  among  the  glittering  crowd  of 
Broadway,  looking  into  the  windows,  and  peering  in  the  faces  of  the  beau- 
tiful shop  girls,  who  illumine,  with  their  fair  eyes,  fancy  toy-shops,  per- 
fumers' shops;  cafts,  and  ice-cream  saloons.  The  picture  excited  Mr. 
Snooks;  almost  unnerved  him  ;  and  though  it  was  by  no  means  late 
in  the  day,  he  bolted  into  one  of  them,  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  and  call- 
ed a  waiter. 

"  I  say,  waiter,  I — aw — (yawning)  I'll  take  a  pot  of  'alf-and-'alf,  if 
you've  it  'andy  ;  h'if  not,  I — (in  a  very  low  voice),  I'll  take  a  little  gin  and 
sugar.'1 

It  was  a  mild,  blue  eyed  girl,  that  answered  Mr.  Snooks'  summons; 
and,  though  she  had  too  good  manners  to  laugh  at  the  extraordinary  de- 
mand of  the  gentleman,  she  opened  her  mild  eyes  and  looked  into  his  face 
so  beautifully  innocent,  that  Mr.  Snooks  felt  the  confusing  blood  rushing 
into  his  cheeks,  his  eyes,  nay  his  very  hair  and  nose. 

"Vy,"  said  Mr.  Snooks,  looking  round  him  with  an  air  of  surprise 
"  vy,  ar'nt  this  a  pot-'ouse  !"  no  answer  ;  but  on  looking  round,  he  obser- 
ved the  young  lady  approach  another  gentleman  who  entered  about  tho 
same  time  that  Mr.  Snooks  did.  "  I'll  watch  him  ."'  muttered  Mr.  Snook-;; 
"  I  find  I've  made  a  little  mistake  ;  got  into  a  tea  and  coffee  saloon,  instead 
of  a  refectory  ;  but  that  is  nothing," — and  listening  attentively  he  over- 
heard the  following  dialogue : 
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/VrHi/  U'niitr.— Wii.i.  foo  BAT!  black  or  SUIR,  Sir? 

Young  zcntkman.—(lookinir  into  hir  eyes).    Thank   vol",   mt   dear;  I 

THINK  I  SHOULD  I KKFER  BLUE. 

Mr.  Snooks  leaped  from  the  chair  :  lie  smelt  the  rat :  and   wishing    not 
to  be   behind    the  other  customer  in  the  politeness  of  his  demand,  laid  : 
■  Aw— waiter— that's  j  oat  what  I  wished  ;  a  cup  of  blue,  if  yon  pl< 
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We  shall  here  suspend  the  Diary  to  make  room  for  a  letter  which  we 
find  at  the  bottom  of  the  next  page.  It  refers  to  the  mistake  committed  by- 
Mr.  Snooks  while  in  the  tea-room;  and  from  the  serious  tenor  of  it,  we 
are  of  opinion  that  it  must  have  annoyed  him.  Inasmuch  as  the  Diary 
shortly  after  mentions  a  "  fair  'aired  Hingin,"  we  have  no  doubt  that  Mr. 
Snooks  seriously  regrets  that  anything  should  have  occurred  to  cause  him 
to  become  the  subject  of  invidious  remark  from  one  who  had  evidently 
made  a  deep  impression  upon  him  : 

Indunapolis,  Dec.  1847. 
My  Dear  Sir ; 

In  the  'urry  of  transmitting  my  Diary  to  you,  I  h'omitted  to  correct  a 
h'error  which  occurs  in  the  41st  line  of  page  806.  I've  no  scraping-knife 
and  pumice  at  'and,  or  I  should  Jave  h'altered  it  at  the  time.  It  occurs 
where  I  am  introjuced  in  a  Tea  and  Coffee  Saloon  while  in  New  York. 
Please  let  it  read  black  instead  of  blue,  a  blunder  I  was  led  into  by  a  native 
whom  I  supposed  knew  all  the  the  customs  of  the  country.  I  am  on  my 
way  to  h'explore  the  country  of  the  Mississippi,  and  to  get  some  idea  of  the 
inhabitants  of  that  district.  Every  thing  I  see  causes  me  more  and  more  sur- 
prise ;  and,  when  I  reflect  on  the  subject,  it  occurs  to  me  that  I  should  like 
to  try  the  effects  of  the  Torpor  mentioned  on  the  227th  page  of  your  funny 
Journal;  indeed,  Sir,  it  would  be  an  immense  thing  to  wake  up  a  thousand 
years  'ence,  and  see  the  progress  and  improvement  that  had  in  the  mean 
time  been  made  in  this  great  country. 

Yours,  very  truly, 

T.  SNOOKS. 

To  Frank  Flip,  Esquire. 

Very  sorry  about  the  error — before  we  came  to  the  letter,  the  devil,  who 
seems  to  have  a  particular  relish  for  the  blunders  of  us  mortals — had  carried 
off  the  copy. — Ed. 

We  resume  the  Diary,  in  which  are  recorded  some  events  of  importance 
that  happened  to  Mr.  Snooks  shortly  after;  it  will  be  found  valuable,  too  t 
as  affording  evidence  of  what  that  great  man  thought  of  the  Metropolis. 

He  says  "  I  found  the  tea  to  my  taste,  and  of  a  h'excellent  quality 
for  the  country.  It  was  the  famous  "  Hoang-ho"  brand,  of  a  fine 
flavour.  It  may  be  folly  to  h'own  such  a  piece  of 'uman  weakness;  but 
it  seems  to  me  that  I  relished  it  all  the  better  for  its  having  been  served  by 
the  blue  h'eyed  Hingin  to  whom  I  'ave  referred.  On  leaving  the  Sa- 
loon, I  passed  over  into  the  City  'All,  and  was  introjuced  to  the  Mayor  ! 
He  is  a  native  of  Connaught,  a  H'irishman  of  the  first  water,  affable  and  kind 
to  strangers  of  distinction.  His  name  is  O'Brady  ;  but,  I  learned  that  in 
compliment  to  his  Mareship,  the  O  is  omitted  ;  besides,  nothing  else  but 
the  h'expulsion  of  the  egregious  O,  would  conciliate  the  Native  American 
part  of  the  community,  on  whose  votes  he  depended  for  his  election. 
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"  Tliey  '.ive  a  Room  in  the  'All  called  the  Oo9erm$r'$  Room.  I  could 
!ic\cr  make  h'onl  why  they  gave  it  that  name;  hut  Yard  thai  it  was  the 
room  In  which  tli'1  Governor — a  Hingin  who  resides  in  EI 'Albany,  a  rillage 
up  the  'Udaon  River, — usually  'olds  his  levee!  It  is  crowded  with  p 
of  defunct  h'officials;  some  of  them  very  fine;  end  it  ie  a  custom  to  have 
me  Mayors  painted  as  mat  as  they  go  out  of  h'office,  and  kmng  there*   'Ow 

they  can  reconcile  such  a  piece  of  barbarity  with  tin-  views  of  the  anti-hang- 
ing party  I  dont  know;  and  it  seems  to  me,  inasmuch  as  the  Mayors  go  out 
and  into  h'office  every  year,  the  Hingins  of  the  city  will  'ave  to  build  an 
extra  wing  to  the  building,  to  hold  them  in  ;  by  which  means,  namely  the 
h\\;ia  wing— their  flight  to    posterity    will   be   quite   easy. 

"  From  the   City  'All.   I   proceeded  to  the    Post  Otfice,   and  found  they 
gave  you  your  letters  through  a  'ole !  I  expecteda  package  by  the  steamer 
which  had  just  arrived,  and  was  not  a  little   annoyed  on  finding  that  my 
_ii  was  rejected  in  payment  for  it. 
says  I,   "  ar'nt  it  a  good  sovereign  ?" 
yea,"   i  iplied   the  Clerk,  drawing    his   'ead   back  into   the  'ole  like  a 
terrapin.     "  It  may   be  very  good,   but  Sovereigns  don't   go  down  here  ! 
We   must  have  American  currency." 

"  So  I  gave  him  B  couple  of  Hingin  quarters,  with  the  H'eagle  on  one 
side  and  Liberty  on  the  other. 

"That's  the  ticket.  Sir,"  said  the  Clerk,  vanishing  as  aforesaid. 
I  afterwards  found  out  that  such  was  the  law  of  the  land;  that  the 
Government  will  take  nothing  but  gold  and  silver  at  the  public  h'othces 
but  made  no  bones  in  h'issuing  treasury  notes  when  they  wish  to  pay  their 
own  debts.  What's  to  hinder  the  Government,  then,  I  thought,  from  soon 
getting  hall  the  gold  and  silver  into  their  own  'audi,  and  leaving  nothing 
but  paper  in  the    ands  of  the  people?     Nothing!  nothing!" 

And,  with  this  fearful  prospect  for  the  safety  of  the  people — in  whom 
Mr  Snooks  seems  to  have  taken  a  deep  interest, — he  withdrew  to  read 
his  letters. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

MB.      SNOOKS     TAKES    A   BIDE — THE   WAGES — THE     BACE — THE   ACCIDENT. 

Another  fall  of  snow  on  the  frozen  ground  during  the  night.  And 
when  Mr.  Snooks  awoke  and  gazed  out  of  the  window,  he  could  not  avoid 
feeling  amused  and  delighted  by  the  gay  appearance  of  the  street,  or  struck 
by  the  easy  manner  with  which  the  natives  of  the  country,  throwing  by 
for  an  hour  their  ordinary  avocations,  enter  into  the  excitement  of  the 
sleigh.  The  actual  scene  passing  before  his  eyes  threw  into  the  shade 
the  exciting  descriptions  he  had  read  of  this  healthful  amusement  in  the 
capital  of  Russia  ;  often  had  this  wild  exuberant  gaity  been  pictured  to  his 
mind,  in  colours  only  less  remarkable  and  picturesque  than  the  gay  cos- 
tumes of  those  engaged  in  it;  but  in  America,  the  bright  panorama  moved 
before  his  eyes ;  it  was  visible  to  his  outward  sense ;  amusing,  edifying, 
and  exhilariting.  Making  his  toilet,  then,  with  all  proper  dispatch,  Mr. 
Snooks  partook  of  a  hasty  breakfast,  and  winding  a  large  red  comfortable 
round  his  neck,  went  out  with  the  view  to  participate  in  a  scene  which, 
from  the  eager  spirit  with  which  the  natives  seemed  to  enjoy  it,  was 
evidently  diverting. 

Mr.  Snooks  easily  informed  himself  with  regard  to  the  locality  of  the 
nearest  stable,  which  was  but  a  few  hundred  yards  from  the  Hotel.  So, 
with  some  little  inconvenience  from  the  deep  fall  of  snow,  through  pUea 
of  which  four  and  five  feet  high  his  road  lay,  he  arrived  in  front  of  the 
"livery,"  the  dull  leaden-colored  letters  of  which  were  nearly  concealed 
by  the  lodging  of  the  snow  on  the  sign-board.  The  keeper  was  a  tali 
sharp  featured  man,  with  cat-like  eyes.  He  was  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  and 
wore  a  hat  with  a  wide  stained  rim.  Indeed,  he  was  a  perfect  specimen  of 
the  old  fashioned  ostler;  and,  withal,  a  deep  reader  of  the  human  face 
divine.  As  soon  as  Mr.  Snooks  presented  himself,  he  greeted  him  with 
a  long,  quizzical  stare,  which  ended   with  his  remarking  : 

"  Oncommon  good  going  to  day,  Sir." 

Mr.  Snooks  nodded  his  head,  as  much  as  to  say — "  Vy — aw — yes; 
it  will  do  very  well  for  the  country,''  to  which  the  keeper  grinned  and  said: 

"The  fall  is  very  light  so  far;  and  it  seems  to  me  that  Providence 
smiles  on  ostlers  at  times,  as  well  as  other  folks." 

"  But  you  don't  call  this  a  light  fall,  do  you,"  asked  Mr.  Snooks, 
punching  his  cane  through  a  bank  three  or  four  feet. 

"Nothing— nothing,  Sir;  when  you  see  it  over  the  tops  of  houses,  and 
the   people  sleighing  on  it,  and  entering  in    at  the    garret  windows." 
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u  tSOfOOlible,"    said    Mr.    Bnoolui    "bat    »Ot»    do    they    get    h'out?" 
"Oli.  \cry  easy,  sir;"   replied  the  keeper(  "undermine  it  from  the 

bottom,  ami  creep  op;  hut  the  greater  camber  are  never  hoard  of  till 

the  spring  melta  them  out." 
M  Prodtgioas !"   ejaculated   Mr.  Snooks;    and   after  stipulating  for    a 

'•  ha  out"  as  tbo  ostler  expressed  it,  he   was  not  a  little  startled  to  hear 

him  cry  out  to  somo  one  in  the  stahle  : 


herjur.  —  lYr  in  the  Buffalo,   Hii.r.  .' 

Mr.   Snooks. — (tlepreculin^'hi),   Aw, — I  think     I   SHALL   not  vknturk 
to  I'wivF.  thk.  Buffalo,  thi-  tihc.    You  hat  pot  is  a    'u^.  Villiah! 
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We  shall  refer  to  the  Diary,  for  the  end  of  Mr  Snooks  sleigh  ride. 
After  a  long  passage,  referring  to  the  Hiugin  custom  of  "  driving  Buf 
"aloes,"  and  an  allusion  to  the  danger  to  be  apprehended  by  strangers  not 
accustomed  to  the  sports  of  the  country,  attempting  to  master  these  ani- 
mals,— Mr.  Snooks  says: — 

"I  was  soon  'rigged  out,'  with  a  beautiful  sleigh  and  a 'igh  spirited 
'oss.  The  equestrain  exercises  in  which  I  indulged  while  at  Hoxford,  had 
made  me  a  master  of  the  vhip.  Fad  often  drove  four  in  'and,  and  could 
dash  h'ofF  a-horse  back  with  the  best  of  my  fellow  pupils !  The  h'old 
h'idea  seemed  to  seize  me,  on  finding  myself  once  more  be'ind  a  spirited 
'oss,  with  the  reins  in  my  'and.  '  Look,  sharp,  Mister,'  said  the  keeper,  as 
I  was  whirling  h'out  of  the  stable.  '  Look  sharp,  Mister,'  and  keep  to  the 
right!'  Mentally  larfin  at  the  caution,  I  Iayed  the  whip  lightly  on  his  flank, 
at  which  he  reared,  champed  on  the  bit,  and  plunged  off  through  the  snow, 
dashing  clouds  of  light  particles  in  the  h'air  as  he  rushed   onward. 

"Broadway — the  principal  street  in  the  Metropolis  ; — was  in  a  blaze* 
Perhaps,  it  will  be  asked,  "  'ow  could  a  street  be  in  a  blaze"  ?  to  this  I  answer 
that  it  was  a  blaze  of  Hingin  beauty,  in  which  the  fair  and  sparkling  h'eyes 
of  the  natives,  were  sensibly  visible.  There  was  a  houris  eye  looking  from 
beneath  every  bonnet — and  there  was  a  torturing  of  pretty  lips  into 
melting  smiles!  The  snow  seemed  literally  to  be  on  fire,  too.  Perhaps, 
it  will  be  asked  '•  'ow  could  the  snow  be  on  fire  ?"  to  which  I  answer,  it  was 
with  the  sparkles  of  womans'  dark  eyes ;  which  inclines  me  to  believe  that 
it  must  'ave  been  some  such  illusion  as  this  which  gave  original  currency 
to  the  absurdity  of  "  setting  the  river  on  fire,"  unless  it  arose  from  the 
superstitions  of  the  mariners  on  observing  the  luminous  matter  with  which 
the  waters  of  the  sea  are  charged,  and  which  is  strongly  visible  at  night. 

"  The  Hingins  generally  are  good  'ossmen,  and  manage  their  beasts  with 
great  h'ease.  I  did  not  observe  that  any  of  them  drove  Buffaloes,  but  I 
afterwards  understood  that  they  are  used  only  by  persons  of  distinction. 
'Ovvever,  in  a  very  few  minutes  after  I  left  the  stable,  I  found  myself  at 
the  'ead  of  Broadway,  near  Union  Square,  (which  is  a  hoval),  taking 
the  lead  of  about  a  dozen  vehicles.  My  /oss  was  a  fine  looking  sorrel? 
beautifully  proportioned,  and  I  was  told  by  the  keeper  to  keep  him  steady, 
and  he'd  go  it  in2:  40.  I  didn't  exactly  know  what  he  meant  by  2:  40, 
but  I  kept  him  steady  nevertheless. 

"  About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  further  on,  I  turned  into  what  they  called 
the  Third  Aocnuc,  and  a  beautiful  road  it  is,  too.  It's  about  five  miles  long, 
and  as  straight  as  a  h'arrow.  Almost  at  the  same  instant  as  myself,  a 
couple  of  sleighs  turned  down  this  broad  thoroughfare  of  Hingin  folly. 
The  natives  are  easily  nettled,  when  they're  out-done  ;  and  as  I  continued 
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■jeevfM,  making  aboot  a  mile  in  four  minutes,  one  of  them  dashed  for- 
ward, overtook  me,  and  with  the  lungs  of  a  Stcntor,  cried  out, 

"  Take  C-a-rr-r-r-o  !" 

"  I  immediately  held    up,  at  this  summons,  ami  in  doing  whirh,  my  'oss 

broke  into  a  gallop,  the  first  nonce  of  which  ]  received  from  &  load  laugh 
from  my  frit-mis  in  tin;  other  sleighs.  1  supposed  1  was  on  the  wrong  side 
of  the  road,  whirh  was  the   reason  of  his  halloing  to  me,  so    1    instantly 

jerked  the  right  rein,  gave  the 'oss  a  flanker,  dashed  on  again  for  a  few 
hundred  yards,  when  I  was  a  second  time  assailed,  this  time  more  vocifer" 
ously  than  he  fore,  with 

"Wha-t  're   'bout?" 

"  Vv,  ar'nt  this  the  right  ?"  asked  I,  in  surprise,  the  sorrel  going  h'off  in 
fine  style. 

"Go  on,  Sorrel — you're  all  right!  I'll  bet  ten  dollars  on  the  Sorrel' 
screamed  out  a  Hingin  jockey. 

"  I  liked  the  appearance  of  the  man;  and,  as  I  felt  a  little  nettled,  I  cried 
out.  -double  it,  Sir,  and  I'll   go  you   harves !" 

"  Done  !"  said  he  ;  and,  at  the  same  instant  he  cried  out  to  my  oppon- 
ent. M  Heller,  Chestnut,  (for  in  America  the  natives  generally  answer  to 
thee. .lour  of  their  'oss.)  Heller,  Chestnut!  I'll  go  you  a  couple  of  X's 
on  the  sorrel, — any  distance — or  from  Whcelans  to  the  S-t-o-n  es !' 

"Come  on,  then,"  said  Chestnut.  "We'll  licker  at  Cato's  and  fork 
up  !" 

"At  which  he  wheeled  his  'oss  off  into  the  Cato  road,  as  it  is  called, 
whither  I  followed,  at  a  tolerable  gait. 

"  Chestnut  was  a  tall,  raw-boned  man,  with  a  wide  rimmed  hat,  fancy 
waistcoat,  enormous  watchchain,  and,  what  is  called  in  novels,  a  sinister 
look.  My  friend  was  a  genteel  little  body — considerably  below  the 
ordinary  statue ;  he  wore  a  cravat  without  a  collar,  a  narrow  strait 
rimmed  hat,  with  long  black  locks  combed  in  front  of  his  ears,  even 
with  his  dexter  and  sinister  eye.  He  was  a  smart,  h'active  little  fellow, 
and  talked  a  good  deal  about  "  confute nn." 

"  Cato,  'oo  is  a  colored  man,  soon  mixed  us  somethink  'ot ;  and,  after 
drinking  it,  the  original  wager  was  modified  from  two  X's  to  four.  This 
arrangement  was  brought  about,  after  some  hesitation  on  the  part  of 
Chestnut,  by  my  little  friend.  Said  lie,  'we're  sure  of  Chestnut;  no 
bottom — can't  be  fotched  with  a  twenty-fathom  plumb-line.  Take  another 
■masher,  ami  lets  to  business." 

"The  weather  was  bitter  cold, — and  I  found  a  second  glass  of  'ot 
rather  comfortable  and  '  h'iuteresting'  as  they  say  on  the  road.  It  was 
just  the  thing  to  take  the  frost  out  of  me,  as  my  little  friend  remarked. 

"  At  a  given  signal  we    jumped    into  the    sleighs,  trotted    slowly  out 
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again  into  the  H'avenne,  and  at  the  word,  we  dashed  h'off,  Chestnut 
taking  the  lead,  and  I  following  at  a  killing  rate  as  my  friend  afterwards 
'nformed  me.  My 'oss  was  made  of  h'excellent  metal,  and  seemed  to 
gather  strength  as  he  went,  as  a  chariot  wheel  is  said  to  catch  fire  by  its 
motion.  For  the  first  'alf  mile,  Chestnut  led  the  road,  I  following.  But 
it  was  h'evident,  from  the  manner  in  which  he  labored,  he  could'nt  keep 
it  long.  So  I  shook  the  wrinkles  out  of  Sorrel,  and  made  a  dash  for  the 
lead. 

"Now  you've  got  'im,"  said  my  friend,  who  was  himself  close  behind' 
coming  up  at  a  spanking  rate.  "  But  Chestnut's  coming  it  like  fire.  He's 
grabbing  the  road  on  you  as  if  he  wanted  it  all  to  himself.     Look  out !" 

"  At  this  h'unwelcome  warning,  I  laid  the  whip  'eavily  on  his  flanks> 
and,  just  as  I  did  so  I  was  startled  by  the  voice  of  my  opponent,  drawling 
out  at  the  top  of  his  lungs, 

"  T-a-a-k-e  C-a-a-a-rrr-e !" 

"  At  which  Sorrel  only  shied  ;  but  at  a  repetition  of  the  noise,  he 
snorted,  broke  up  into  a  dancing  gallop,  and  bolted  across  the  road,  my 
opponent  shouting  out 

"  What  're  'bout ! — T-a-k-e  C-a-a-a-rrr-e,  as  far  as  I  could  hear  him, 
without  stopping  to  see  if  I  was  injured. 

"  A  snow-bank  was  my  lodgment,  from  which  I  was  rescued  by  my 
friend;  and  I  learned,  to  my  great  delight  next  day,  that  I  would  have 
beaten  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  fellow  holloing  so,  which  frightened 
my  'oss  out  of  his  strings,  and  was  the  ostensible  cause  of  his  beating- 

"  I  believe  there  is  no  country  in  the  world,  where  a  man  may  pay 
dearer  for  his  folly  than  in  America. 
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CHAPTER  XVH. 

>m.  IHOOn  visits  the  MWUM  SBBBH  kovntain-. 

Wl  Bud  kj  referring  to  Uie  Diary,  that  Mr.  Snooks  is  profoundly 
silent  on  the  subject  of  his  sleigh-ride.  Whether  he  is  ashamed  at  hav- 
ing been  tempted  into  a  wager,  or  whether  he  purposely  intends,  by 
keeping  the  matter  still,  to  cover  up  his  participation  in  a  species  of 
gambling,  must  forever  remain  with  him.  Wo  have  no  key  to  un- 
lock the  secret  springs  of  a  Cockney's  heart. 

The  Diary,  which  shortly  after  closes,  continues: 

"For  the  host  two  days,  I  'ave  been  compelled  to  keep  in  the  'ouse. 
The  snow,  by  which  the  h'earth  'as  been  covered,  is  fast  vanishing 
before  the  'eat  of  the  sun ;  and  I  shall  take  the  first  opportunity  to 
melt  b'off  likewise,  as  soon  as  I  can  make  my  rearrangements. 

"The  number  of  curiosities  in  New  York,  is  enormous.  The  Gallery 
of  Fine  II'Arts,  the  Mooseum,  and  the  Fountains,  with  no  water  a- 
spirting  h'out  of  them!  By  the  way — I  strolled  down  to  the  Cowling 
Green,  the  other  day,  and  was  taken  all  aback  by  h'observing  in  the 
Park  there,  a  huge  pile  of  stones  some  fifteen  or  twenty  feet  'igh, 
rising  up  before  me  like  a  h'island.  At  first  sight  it  seemed  like  as 
if  a  number  of  Gorgons  'eads,  breathing  fury  and  'ate,  'ad  been  cut 
b'off  and  thrown  there,  all  in  a  heap  together.  But,  after  I  reflected 
that  they  were  stones,  I  knew  that  they  could  not  'ave  been  lire  Gor- 
gons, but,  thought  I,  they  may  'ave  been  »tone  ones.  I  approached 
it  with  a  good  deal  of  hesitation;  and,  as  I  'ad  my  sketchbook  about 
me,  I  thought  I  would  just  take  a  sketch  of  it,  to  let  the  folks  in  Iling- 
land  know  what  ornaments  may  be  seen  in  the  Metropolis  of  the  Iliu- 
gins  of  America. 

I  stood  some  moments  lost  in  wonder  where  to  commence  to  "  take 
down''  this  queer  piece  of  Hingin  H'architecture,  when,  'appening  to 
see  a  native  stop  and  gaze  h'abstractedly  on  it.  (By  the  way,  he 
was  the  same  man  'ome  I  met  in  the  Park,  and  to  'ome  I  was  indebted 
for  the  information  regarding  the  Aldermank  Weak-basin!)  I  accosted 
him.  He  knew  me  instantly,  and,  after  exchanging  compliments,  I 
said — "This  is  a  h'exceedingly  strange  piece  of  h'architecture  !" 

"Yes,"  said  he,  "it  is  a  piece  of  the  Eternal's  Workmanship — I  may 
say,  Sir,  it  is  one  of  nature's  awful  infinitudes,  without  length,  breadth, 
depth,  or  shape  !" 

"What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  I,    "  Is'nt  it  a  h'artificial  h'accumulation  7" 
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"Sir,"  answered  he,  "is  the  river  h'artificial?  the  mountain?  the  val- 
ley? Are  the  fiery  stars  the  work  of  'uman  man?  and  the  moon,  and 
all  the  planets  his  frail  work !" 

"  H'assuredly  no  !"  I  replied — "unless  the  Hingins  of  this  country 
claim  to  be  the  builders  of  them,  as  they  do  everythink  h'else!  But  what 
may  it  be?" 

"Why,"  answered  he,  after  a  pause,  during  which  he  seemed  to  survey 
the  rocky  structure  with  intense  delight — "That,  Sir,  is  one  of  Nature's 
fixed  facts — one  of  her  grandest,  most  stupendous  efforts  at  natural  archi- 
tecture !  Sir,  that  is  the  first  ridge  of  the  Rocky  Mountains — that  eternal 
chain  of  'ills  which,  in  the  States,  unites  the  Continent  of  America  with 
the  rocky  h'eminences  of  Oregon — for  the  whole  of  which,  Sir,  we 
naturally  go  in!" 
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•  Ifj   informant  vanished,   and  left   me  a! >,  I  may  say,  in  tlic  pre- 

.'i'  tins  awful  structure.  I  Blood  before  it  in  mate  aatoniahmenl 
and  b'awi — rcil. ■ctiu-  upon  tin1  immensity  of  creation,  especially  in 
America.  Taking  oat  my  tablets,  I  observed  with  levity,  as  if  to  free  my 
mind  from  the  impression  which  the  sight  of  this  ridge  of  mountain  'ad 
made  upon   in.',   and   also  from  the    impressive  words  of  the  stranger: 

Mr.  Snooks. — Thkv    are    rem    carkfut,  of  their  rocks,    'ere,    to 

GO  FOR  TO  PALI  'KM  IB.  Et  QUITS  SPOILS  THE  EFFECT  OK  MY  SKETCH. 

'•  My  words  were  accidentally  caught  up  by  a  couple  of  ragged  boys, 
such  as   sell    the  DOOSpapen   in   the  streets,  who  cried  out — 

"Hurra,  Bill!  My  eyes!  If  there  ain't  a  gentleman  a-taking  down  the 
Bowling  Green  Fountain!" 

••  Vv,'    siid  I,    "  my  lad — what  do  yon  call   it?" 

"  The  Fountain,"  said  one    of  them. 

"The  tchat  t"  I  exclaimed  in  surprise. 

"The  Fountain,  tiir;  only  its    too  darned  ugly   a  thing    to  play!" 

••  Inlike  Dominie  Sampson,  when  first  accosted  bj  Meg  Menkes,  I  'ad  no 
Latin  exorcism  at  'and  ;  hut,  mentally  exclaiming  avoid  thee  !  I  rushed 
from  the  hideous  presence,   and " 

Here  the  Diary  of  Mr.  Snooks  ends.  The  next  morning  he  was  seen 
making  a  hasty  exit  from  the  city,  via  New  Jersey  Rail  Road,  as  he  said, 
"  frightened  h'olT  by  that  Gorgon's  'ead." 


In  bringing  our  little  book  to  a  close,  the  materials  of  which  were 
nearly  all  made  to  our  hand,  we  find  it  necessary  to  say  but  one  word 
to  the  reader  by  way  of  apology,  for  what  hand  tec  have  had  in  its  com- 
pletion. The  illustrations,  as  they  formerly  appeared  in  Yankee  Doodle, 
were  very  much  like  good  wine — they  needed  no  bush;  every  one  of 
them  was  richly  entitled  to  something  in  the  way  of  text,  yet,  even  viewed 
alone,  it  is  impossible  but  that  their  worth  will  at  once  be  admitted,  and 
their  value   established. 

In  engaging  in  the  work,  then,  of  illustrating  these  drawings,  we  have 
had  no  oilier  aim  in  view  than  simply  to  auiu-e  ourselves,  and  such  as 
might  be  pleased  to  read  our  book.  We  do  not  wish  either  to  be 
monght  humorist  or  wag.  nor  to  be  considered  as  vaunting  to  ourselves 
IBCM  ambiguous  terms.  They  are  but  poorly  distinguishing  titles  a, 
best, — surely  not  such  as  any  wise  man  would  willingly  crown  himself 
with.  We  sincerely  believe  that  the  same  number  of  humorous  drawing^ 
cannot  be  found  in  any  purely  American  book  of  the  same  size,  in  the 
country.  When  they  first  appeared  in  this  Journal  whose  unfortunate 
termination  is  a  just  subject   of  regret    to    us    who  built   so    much  upon 
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its  success ;  but  shared  nothing  but  mortification,  they  were  admitted  on 
all  hands  to  be  worthy  subjects  of  attention.  Many  of  the  legends  were 
new  and  pointed — but,  where  this  was  not  the  case,  thier  connexion  with 
the  drawings  was  not  the  less  significant  and  relishable. 

It  was  our  desire,  then,  to  give  them  currency  in  some  more  durable 
form,  and,  in  cheerfully  contributing  to  furnish  the  text  that  was  to  ac- 
company them,  we  did  it  with  a  perfect  understanding  of  the  difficulties  we 
had  to  encounter,  and,  even  while  we  confess  that  more  than  once  we . 
felt  the  strong  temptation  to  desist,  yet  we  feel  now,  that  were  it  to 
do  again  we  should  enter  upon  it  with  the  same  feelings,  and  with  the 
same  hope  of  accomplishing  our  purpose. 

We  leave,  then,  the  Cockney  still  in  America:  May  Mr.  Snooks 
quit  it  a  better  man ; — a  happier  and  a  wiser ;  and  may  ye  who  have 
laughed  at  his  reminiscences,  receive  them  as  the  evidences  both  of  his 
concern  for  humanity,  of  which  he  is  a  member,  and  of  his  interest  and 
sympathy  in  the  fortunes  of  the  poor  Hingins  of  America! — and  remem- 
ber that  it  is  the  part  of  the  good  man  to  mix  no  gall  with  his  amusements. 


